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[4 caUGHT IN His OWN TRAP. 


A COME D Y. 


P R OL OG u E. 
Sroxex by Mr. MIL WARP. 


THN ancient Greece, the infant muſe's ſchool, 
ere Vice firſt felt the pen of Ridicule, 
IWith honeſt freedom and impartial blows 
The muſe attack'd each vice as it aroſe : 
No grandeur could the mighty villain ſcreen 
From the juſt ſatyr of the comic ſcene : 
Vo titles could the daring poet cool, 
Nor ſave the great right honourable fool. 
They ſpar'd not even the aggreſſor's name, 
And publick villany felt publick ſhame. 
Long hath this gen'rous method been diſus'd, 
For vice hath grown too great to be abus'd ; 
By power, defended from the piercing dart, 
It reigns, and triumphs in the lordly heart ; | 
 IWhile beaux, and cits, and ſquires, our ſcenes afford, 
Juſtice preſerves the rogues who wield the ſword ; 
Al fatyr againſt her tribunal”s guaſh d, 
Nor laſh the bards, for fear of being laſh'd. 
But the heroick muſe who fings to-night, 
Through theſe neglected tracks attempts her fight: 
Vice, cloath'd with pow'r, ſhe combats with her pen, 
And fearleſs, dares the lyon in his den. 
Then only reverence to pow'r is due, 
When publick welfare is its only view | 
But awhen the champions, whom the publick arm 
For their own good with pow'r, attempt their harm, 
He ſure muſt meet the general applauſe, 
Il ho gainſt thoſe traytors fights the publick cauſe. 
And while theſe ſcenes the conſcious knave diſpleaſe, 
Il ho feels within the criminal he ſees, 
The uncorrupt and good muſt ſmile, to find 
No mark for ſatyr in his generous mind. 
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ACT Lk SCENE I. 


SCENE, A parlour in PotiTicx's houſe, A table 
Spread with news-papers. Chairs, 


 HILARET, CLORIS. 
HILAAE r. 


N ELL, Cloris, this is a mad frolick. I am hor- 
ridly frighted at the thoughts of throwing my- 
ſelf into the power of a young — | 
Clo. It is natural to us to be frighted at. firſt: I 
was in a little terror myſelf on my wedding-day, but 
it went all off before the next morning. A huſband, 
lie cther bugbrars, loſes all his horror when we once 
know him thoroughly. 
Hil. But if he ſhould not prove a good huſband— 
Clo. Then you muſt not prove a good wife If 
he keeps a miſtreſs, do you keep a gallant ; if he ſtay 
out with his friends at a tavern, do you be merry 
with your friends at home. | 
Mil. You give fine advice indeed. 8 
Clo. Upon my word, Madam, it was ſuch as I 
followed myſelf. I had a rogue of a huſband that 
robbed me of all I had, and kept a miſtreſs under my 
noſe: but I was even with him : for it hath been ever 
my opinion, that a huſband, like a courtier, who is 
above doing the duties of his office, ſhould keep a 
| deputy, | | 
| Hil. 
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Hil. But ſuppoſe you had been in love with your 
huſband ? | 

Cl Why ſo I was, Madam, as long as he deſerv'd 
it : but love, like fire, naturally goes out when it hath 
nothing to feed on. 

Hil Well, if it be poſſible to be aſſur'd of a lover's 
ſincerity, I think l may be aſſur'd of Conſtant: at 
leaſt, it is adviſable to perſuade myſelf of his truth 
whom I ſhould love tho' he wanted it:— Ah, Cloris! 
you may as eaſily remove a rock as a woman's pathon— 

Clo. And yet it is very often built on a ſandy foun- 
dation. | 

Hil. Love is the ſame, whatever be its objet : we 
as often like men for imaginary as real perfections; 
we all look through a priſmatick glaſs in love, and 

whatever beauties we have once Sncied, we never 
loſe the opinion of— our amorous faith is as implicit 
as our religious. | 

Clo. If I have any judgment in mankind, and 1 
am ſure | have had ſome experience in them, your 
paſſion could have been no where better fixed: Cap- 
tain Conſtant hath all the qualities any woman can 
deſire. He hath youth, beauty, vigour, gallantry, 
conſtancy, and, as Mr. Cowley ſays, a long &c. 


SCENE II. 

| POLITICK, HILARET, CLORIS. : 

Pol. Ay, there it goes, tick tack, tick tack, like the 
pendulum of a clock. What miſchief are you hatch- 
ing, hey It is impoſſible that two women ſhould 
de together without producing miſchief. | | 

Cls. I always thought a man and woman the more 
likely to produce miſchief: and yet I think them the 
properer company. 

Pol. I ſuppoſe you will tell my daughter ſo too. 

Hil. Indeed, papa, ſhe need not: for 1 was always 
of that opinion. ” 

Pol. You was! but I ſhall prevent your wiſhes —— 

Hil. You may be miſtaken. [ Afde. 

Pol. I do not believe the head of Cardinal Fleury 
can be more perplexed, than mine is with this girl. 
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To govern yourſelf, is greater than to govern a king- 
dom, ſaid an old philoſopher; and to govern a wo- 
man, is greater than to govern twenty kingdoms. 

Hil. 1 wiſh you would not perplex yourſelf with 
cardinals or kingdoms ; I with you would mind your 
own buſineſs, inſtead of the publick's; dear papa, 
don't give yourſelf any more trouble about Don Car- 
los, unleſs you can get him for a ſon-in-law. 
Pol. Not if I were a king. I will make you a lit- 

tle ſenſible who Don Carlos is | 

Hil. Nay, I do not underſtand one word of your 
politicks. | 

Pol. J am ſorry you do not - A news-paper would 
be a more profitable entertainment for you than a ro- 
mance You would find more in one half theet, than 
in the grand Cyrus. 

Hil More lies, very probably — You know I do 
read the home paragraphs in the Whitehall Evening 
Poſt: and that's the belt of them. 

Pol. If you would be informed in theſe matters, 
you muſt read all that come out : about forty every 
day, and ſome days fifty: and of a Saturday, about 
 fourſcore. Would you continue in ſuch a courſe but 
one twelvemonth, I do not queſtion but you might 
know as much of politicks as any man that comes to 
our coffec-houſe. And I had rather ſee you a poli- 
tician, than a woman of quality. 

Hil. If I may ſpeak freely, it would have been 
better ſor me that you had been leſs a politician. 

Pal. You are deceived, very much deceived : but 
ſome fool hath put this into your head. You may 
live to ſee me one of the greateſt men in England. 
Did I not ſay at the ſiege of Gibraltar, that within 
one three years, we ſhould fee whether we ſhould have 
peace or no. And yet I am an Ignoramus ; I know 
rothing, I warrant you: I had better have continued 
a merchant no doubt: but then what had become of 
my projects? Where had been all thoſe twenty diffe- 
rent ſchemes which I have now ready to lay before the 
parliament, greatly for my own honour, and the in- 
tereſt of my country? Harkye, I have contrived a 
method 


12 RAPE UPON RAPE; or, 


method to pay off the debts of the nation, without a 
penny of money. | | 

Hil. And you will not get a penny by it, I dare 
Pol. No, no, no certainly: tho' I would not take 
twenty thouſand pounds for the advantage which will 
ariſe to me from it. It hath lain theſe three years in 
a friend's hands of mine of the houſe of commons ; 
who aſſured me not many days ago, that it ſhould be 
taken ſhortly into conſideration, though he believed 
it could not be this ſeſſions | 

Hil. Nor this age I am confident. [ Afede. 

Pol. And how do you think it is to be compailed ! 
why, by procuring a machine to carry ſhips by land 
about 2 hundred miles: and fo proſecute the Ealt- 
India trade thro? the Mediterranean. 

Hil. I wiſh you ſucceſs, Sir: but I muſt take my 
leave of you, for it grows very late : ſo good-night, 
papa. [ Exzt, 

SCENE III. 
P OLITICK /lus. 

I cannot reſt for theſe preparations of the Turks: 
what can be their defign !——It muſt be againſt the 
emperor.—Ay, ay, we ſhall have another campaign 
in Hungary. I wiſh we may feel no other effect from 
them—thould the Turkiſh gallies once find a paſſage 
through the Straits, who can tell the conſequence, . I 
hope I ihall not live to ſee that day, 


SCENE IV. 
POLITICK, DABBLE. 

Dab. We are all undone, neighbour Politick ! all 
blown up! all ruin'd ! | EO | 

Pol. Protect us—— what is the matter? No news 
of the Turks, I hope! 

Dab. An expreſs is arrived with an account of the 
Dauphin's death. | 
Poel. Worſe and worſe—This is a finiſhing ſtroke, 
indeed! Mr. Dabble, I take this viſit exceeding kind 

e n 

2 
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pray be pleaſed to fit: we muft confabulate on 
this important accident. — Pray light your pipe—1 
wiſh this may not retard the introduction of Don 
Carlos into Italy. 

Daß. I wiſh it may. 
Pol. How! 5 

Dab. I wiſh Don Carlos do not prove a more for» 
midable power than is imagined. | 

Pol. Don Carlos a formidable power, Mr. Dabble? 

Dab. [ with we do not find him ſo. 

Pol. Sir, I look on Don Carlos to be an errant blank 
in the affairs of Europe—and let me obſerve to you, 
the Turks give me much greater uneaſineſs than Don 
Carlos can: what the deſign of their preparations can 
be, is difficult to determine— this I know, that [ 
know nothing of the matter, 

Dab. I think we have no need to travel ſo far for 
apprehenſions, when danger is ſo hear us: the proſpect 
of affairs in the Welt is ſo black, that I ſee no reaſot: 
to regard the Eaſt: the monſtrous power which Don 
Carlos may be poſſeſſed of by the death of the Dau- 
phin —— 

Pol. Rather the monſtrous power which the em- 
peror may be poſſeſſed of. 

Dab. The emperor—ah!—? Both ſhake their heads 

Pol. Don Carlos truly. at one another. 

Dab. I would fain aſk one queſtion, Mr. Politick. 
Pray, how large do you take Tuſcany to be? 

Poel. How large do you take Tufcany to be —let 
me ſee—Tuſcany, ay; how large do I take it to be 
—hum—— Faithful !——bring tome more tobacco. 
How large do I take it to be why, truly, I take it 
to be about as large as the kingdom of France——or 
ſomething lat ger.— 

Dab. As large as the kingdom of France — you 
might as well compare this tobacco- pipe to a canon. 
Why Tuſcany, Sir, is only a town, a garriſon to be 
admitted into Tuſcany; that is, into the town of 
Tuſcany ' 


Pol. Sir, I will convince you of your error 
Here, Faithful, bring a map of Europe hither 
Vol. II. B | 


Dab, 
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Dab. I did not think, Mr. Politick, you had been 
ſo ignorant in geography. 


Pol. I believe I know as much as you; or any one, 
of it. 


SCENE V. 
POLITICK, DABBLE, FAITHFUL. 


Faith. Sir, Sir, your daughter is gone out of the 
houſe, no one knows whither. 

Pol. And give me leave to tell you, Sir, I wiſh your 
own ignorance in publick af.irs doth not appear to 
our colt, 

Dab. Sir, I with you would ſend * the map. 


Pal. Map me no waps, Sir, my head is a map, a 
map of the whole world. 


Faith. Sir, your daughter, —— 
Dab. If your head be a map, it 15 4 very erroneous 
one. 

Pol. Sir, I would not have called Tuſcany a town 
in a coffee - ʒiouſe, to have been maſter of it. 


Dab. Nor I have compared it to France, to have 
been king of both. 


SCENE VI. 


POLITICE, D ABBLE, FAITHFUL, 
 PORER, 


Por. Great news, gentlemen, all's ſafe 2 

Pol. More deaths ? 

Por. An expreſs is arrived with a certain account 
ef the Dauphin's being in good health, 

Dab. This is good news indeed. 

Fl. Is there a certain confirmation? 

Por. Very certain—l came this moment from the 
Secretary's office. 

Pol. Dear Mr. Porer, you are the welcomeſt man 
1 news makes me the happieſt creature 
iving 
Faith. I wiſh, Sir, my news may not prevent it.— 
Your daughter, Sir. Miſs Hilaret, is gone out of the 
houſe, and no one knows whither. 


Pal. 
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Pol. My daughter gone ! that is ſome allay to my 
happineſs, I confeſs : but the loſs of twenty daughters 
would not balance the recovery of the Dauphin. 
However, gentlemen, you will excuſe me, I muſt go 
enquire into this affair. 

Dab. Be not concerned at any thing, after what 
you have heard: let the private give way to the pub- 
lick ever. LExeunt. 


SCENE VII. The Street. 
SOTMORE, RAMBLE. 


Set. Why, thou wilt not leave us yet, and ſneak 
away to ſome naſty little whore? A pox confound 
them, they have ſpoiled ſo many of my companions, 
and forced me to bed ſober at three o'clock in the 
morning ſo often—that if the whole ſex were going 
to the devil, I would drink a bumper to their good 
journey. 

Ramb. And I would go thither along with them. 
The dear charming creatures! Woman! It is the beſt 
word that ever was invented. There's muſick, there's 
magick in it. Mark Anthony knew well to lay out 
his money, and when he gave the world for a woman 
—he bought a lumping pennyworth. 

Sot. If he had given it for a hogſhead of good cla- 
ret, I would have commended the purchaſe more. 

Ramb. Wine is only the prologue to love : it only 
ſerves to raiſe our expectations. The bottle is but a 
paſſport to the bed of pleaſure. Brutes drink toquench 
their appetites— but lovers to enflame them. 

Sot. Fis pity the generous liquor mould be uſed 
to no better a purpole. 

Rab. It is the nobleſt uſe of the grape, and the 
greateſt glory of Bacchus is to be page to Venus. 

Sort. Before I go into a tavern again with a man 
who will ſneak away after the firit bottle, may I be 
curſed with the odious fight of a pint as long us I live : 
or become member of a city club, where men drink 
out of thimbles, that the fancy may be hightened by 
the wine, about the ſame time that the underſtanding 
is improved by the converſation : I'll ſooner drink 
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coffee with a politician, tea with a fine lady, or rack 
punch with a fine gentleman, than thus be made a 
whetſtone of, to ſharpen my friends inclinations, that 
ſome little ſtrumpet may enjoy the benefit of that good. 
humour which I have raiſed. 0 
Namb. Why, thou art as ill- natured and as angry 
as a woman would be who was diſappointed in the 
laſt moment, when her expeQations were at the 
higheſt. | 5 

Soft. And have I not the ſame cauſe? 
Rami. Truly, honeſt Nol, when a man's reaſon 
begins to ſtagger, I think him the propereſt company 
tor the women: one bottle more, and I had been fit 
tor no company at all. | | 

Sor. 'Then thou hadſt been carried off with glory. 
—An honeſt fellow thould no more quit the tavern 
while he can ſtand, than a ſoldier ſhould the field ; 
but you fine geutlemen are for preſerving yourſelves 
{aſe from both, for the benefit of the ladies.— 
*Sdeath! I'll uſe you with the ſame ſcorn that a ſoldier 
would a coward : ſo, Sir, when I meet you next, be 
not ſurpriſed if [ walk on the other ſide of the way. 

Ramb. Nay, pr'ythee, dear Silenus, be not ſo en- 
raged : I'll but take one refreſhing turn, and come 
back to the tavern to thee. Burgundy ſhall be the 
word, and I will fight under thy command till I drop. 

Set. Now thou art an honeſt fellow and thou 
ſhalt toaſt whomſoever thou pleaſeſt.— We'll bumper 
up her health, till thou doſt enjoy her in imagination. 
Toa warm imagination, there is no bawd like a bot- 
tle. It thall throw into your arms the ſobereſt prude 
or wildeſt coquet in town; thou ſhalt rifle her charms, 
in ſpite of her art. Nay, thou ſhalt increaſe her 
charms more than her art: and when thou art ſur- 
feited with the luſcious pleaſure, wake cooly the next. 
morning, without any wife by your fide, or any fear 
of children. 

Ramb. What a luſcious picture haſt thou drawn! 

Set And thou ſhalt have it, boy! Thou ſhalt tri- 


umph over her virtue, if ſhe be a woman of quality 
or raiſe her bluſhes, if ſhe be a common ſtrumpet. 
FU go order a new recruit upon the table, and expect 

| | you 


The JvsTrice caught in his own Trae. 17 


you with impatience.—“ Fill every glaſs.” [Sings. 
L Exit Sn. 


SCENE VIII. 
RAMBLE ſolus. 


Ramb. Sure this fellow's whole ſenſation lies in his 
throat; for he is never pleaſed but when he is ſwal- 
lowing: and yet the hogthead will be as ſoon drunk 
with the liquor it contains, as he. I wilh it had no 
other eifect upon me. Pox of my paper ſcull! I have 
no ſooner buried the wine in my belly, than its ſpirit 
riſes in my head. -— 1 am in a very proper humour 
for a frolick ; if my gocd geaius, and her evil one, 
would but ſend ſome for ely female in my Wer 
ha ! the devil hath heard my pray ers. 


8 C E N E HX. 
RAM BLE, HILARET. 


Nil. Was ever any thing ſo unfortunate l to loſe 
this wench in the ſcufffe, and not know a ſtep of the 
way —— What ſhall I do? 

 Ramb. By all my love of glory, an adventure, 
Hil. Ha: who's that? who are you, Sir? 

Ramb. A cavalier, Madam, a knight-errant ram- 
bling about the world in queſt of adventures. To 
plunder widows and ravith virgins; to leſſen the num- 
ber of bullies, and increaſe that of cuckolds, are the 
obligations of my profeſſion, 

Hil. J wiſh you all the fucceſs ſo worthy an ad. 
venture deſerves. [ Goin, 

Ramb. But hold, Madam, I am but juſt allied, 
and you are the firſt adventure I have met with. 

[Taxes hold of her. 

Hil Let me go, I beſeech you, Sir, I will have 
nothing to ſay to any of your profeſſion. 

Ramb. That's unkind, Madam : for, as I take it, 
our profeſſions are pretty nearly allied, and like prielt 
and nun, we are proper company for one another. 

Hil. My profeſſion, Sir! 

Ramb, Yes, Madam, I believe I am no ſtranger 
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to the honourable rules of your order. Nay, tis pro- 
bable I may know your abbeſs too; for tho' I have 
not been in town a week, I am acquainted with halt 
a dozen. 

Hil. Nothing but your drink, Sir, and ignorance 
of my quality, could excuſe this rudeneſs. | 

Ramb (Whu—[whi/tles.] Ignorance of your qua- 
lity ! The daughter of ſome perſon of rank, | warrant 
her.) [ A4/ide.] Look'e, my dear, I ſhall not trouble 
myſelf with your quality: It is equal to me whether 
your father rode in a coach and fix, or drove it | 
I have had as much joy in the arms of an honeſt 
boatſwain's wife, as with a relation of the Great 
Mogul. 

Hil. You look, Sir, ſo much like a gentleman, 
that I am perſuaded this uſage proceeds only from 
your miſtaking me. I own it looks a little odd for a 
woman of virtue to be found alone in the ſtreet, at 
this hour— 5 

Ramb. Yes, it does look a little odd indeed. L Aude. 

Hil. But when you know my ſtory, I am confident 
you will aſſiſt me, rather than otherwiſe. I have this 
very night eſcaped with my maid from my father's 
houſe. and as I was going to put myſelf into the hands 
of my lover, a ſcuffle happening in the ſtreet, and 
both running away in a fright to avoid it, we unluckily 
ſeparated from each other. — Now, Sir, I rely on the 
generoſity of your temper to aſſiſt an unhappy woman; 
for which you ſhall not only have my thanks, but thoſe 
of a very pretty fellow into the bargain. 

Ramb. Lam that very pretty fellow's very humble 
ſervant. But ! find I am too much in love with you 
myſelf, to preſerve you tor another: had you proved 
what at firſt took you for, I ſhould have parted with 

you eaſily : but I read a coronet in your eyes: (She 
{hall be her grace if ſhe pleaſes, I had rather give her 
a title than money.) [ Aſide. 

Hil. Nay, now you miſtake me as widely as you 
did at firſt 
Ramb. Nay, by this frolick, Madam, you mult be 
either a woman of quality, or a woman of the town 

—— Your low, mean people, who govern themſelves 
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by rules, dare not attempt theſe noble flights of plea- 
ſure. Flights only to be reached by thoſe who boldly | 
ſoar above reputation. 
Hil. This is the maddeſt fellow. [Alde. 
Ramb. So, my dear, whether you be of quality or 


no quality, you and [ will go drink one bottle toge- 
ther at the next tavern. 


Hil. I have but one way to get rid of him. LAſde. 

Ramb. Come, my dear angel. Oh! this dear ſoft 
hand. 

Hil. Could I but be aſſur'd that my virtue would 
be ſafe. 

Rant. No where ſafer. I'll give thee any thing i in 
pawn for it— (but my watch.) LAlide. 

Hil. And then my reputation 

Ramb. The night will take care x * 


and reputation! Theſe whores have learnt a 7 


eant ſince I left England. LA 
Hil. But will you love me always? 
Ramb. Oh! for ever and ever, to be ſure. 
Hil. But will you—too. 
Ramb. Yes, I will— too. 
Hil. Will you promiſe to be civil ? 
Ramb. Oh! yes, yes: (I was afraid ſhe would have 


_ aſked me for money.) | [ Aſide. 


Hill. Well, then I will venture.— Go you to that 


corner tavern, Fll follow you. 


Ramb. Excuſe me, Madam, I know my duty bet- 


ter — ſo, if you pleaſe, I'll follow you. 


Hil. I inſiſt on your going firſt. 
Ramb. And fo you'll leave me in the lurch: I ſee 
you are frighted at the roughneſs of my dreſs ; but 


foregad I am an honeſt tar, and the devil take me if 
I bilk you. 


Hil. I don't underſtand you. 
Ramb. Why then. Madam, here is a pound of as 
ood tea as ever came out of the Indies; you under- 
d that, I hope. 
Hil. I thall take no bribes, Sir. | 
Ramb Refuſe the tea! I like you now indeed! 
for you canuot have been long upon the town, I'm 
ſure. But I grow wry with 1 impatience, If you are 


a modeſt 
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a modeſt woman, and inſiſt on the ceremony of being 
carried, with all my heart. 

Hil. Nay, Sir, do not proceed to rudeneſs. 

Rams. In ſhort, my paſſion will be dallied with no 
longer. Do you conſider, I am juſt come on ſhore, 
that 1 have ſeen nothing but men and the clouds this 
half year, and a woman is as ravithing a fight to me, 
as the returning ſun to Greenland. I am none of your 
puiſny beaux, that can look on a fine woman, like a 
ſurfeited man on an entertainment. My itomacit's 
ſharp, and yon are an ortelan ! and if I do not eat 
you up, may falt beef be my fare for ever. 

[ Takes her ir his arms, 

Hil. Ill alarm the watch. 

Rami. You'll be better natur'd than that. At leaſt, 
to encounter danger is my profellion ; ſo have at yon, 
my little Venus If you don't conſent, I'll ravith 

ou. 

Hil. Help there! a rape, a rape! 

Ramb. Huſh, hath, you call too loud, people will 
think you are in earneſt. 

Hil. Help, a rape! 

SCENE X. 

RAMBLE, HILARET, STAFF, WATCH. 

Staff. That's he there, ſeize him. 

Ram. Stand off, ye ſcoundrels! 

Staff. Ay, Sir, you ſhould have Rood ol Do vou 
charge this man with a rape, Madam ? 

Hil. I am frighted out of my ſenſes — 

Staff. A plain caſe! The rape is ſufficiently 
| proved. — Wh at, was the devil in you, to raviſh a 
woman in the ſtreet thus ? 

Hil Oh, dear Mr. Conſtable, all I deſire i is, that 
you would fee me fafe home. 

Staff. Never fear, Madam, you ſhall not want evi- 
dence. [ 7/ide to her. 

Ramb. (Nay, if | muſt lodge with theſe gentlemen, 
I am reſolved to have your company, Madam.) Mr. 
Conſtable, charge that lady with threatning to ſwear 


a rape againſt me, and layiug violent hands upon my 
perſon, 
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perſon, whilſt I was inoffenſively walking ng the 
ſtreet. 

Hil. How! villain ! 

Ramb. Ay, ay, Madam, you ſhall be made a ſe- 
vere example of. The laws are come to a fine paſs, 
truly, when a ſober gentleman can't walk the ſtreets 
for women. 

Hil For Heaven's ſake, Sir, don't believe him. 

Staff. Nay, Madam, as we have but your bare af- 
firmation on both ſides, we cannot tell which way to 
incline our belief; that will be determined in the 
morning by your characters. —I would not have you 
dejected, you ſhall not want a character | {/ide to ler. 

Hil. This was the moſt unfortunate accident ſure, 
that ever befel a woman of virtne. 

Staff. If you are a woman of virtue, the gentle- 
man will be hanged for attempting to rob you of it. 
If you are not a woman of virtue, why you will be 
whipped for accuſing a — of robbing you of 
what you had not to lo | 

Hil. Oh! this unfortunate fright !—— But, Mr. 
Conſtable, I am very willing that the gentleman ſhould 
have his liberty, give me but mine. 

Staff. That requeſt, Madam, is a very corroborat- 
ing circumſtance againſt you, 

Namb. Guilt will ever diſcover itſelf, 

Staff. Bring them along. 

1 Watch. She looks like a modeſt woman in my 
opinion. 

Ramb. Confound all your modeſt women, I fay— 
a man can have nothing to do with a medeſt woman, 
aut he mult be 1 or hang'd for t. Exc, 


ACT 


World, muſt not fear the next. The chance of peace 
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ACT K SCENE L 


SCENE, F7uftice Sqeuzrz on s; a table, pen, ink, 
Paper, &c. 


SQUEEZ UN. QUILL. 
SQUEEZ UM, 


D mother Bilkum refuſe to pay my demands, 

 fay you? 
Qnill. Yes, Sir; ſhe ſays ſhe does not value your 
worthip's pr otection. of a farthing, for that the can 
bribe two juries a- year to acquit her in flicks's-hall, 


for half the money which the hath paid you within 


theſe three months, 

_ Squeez Very fine! [ ſhall ſew her that I under- 
ſtand ſomething of juries, as well as herſelf, Quill, 
make a memorandum againſt mother Bilkum's trial, 
that we may remember to have the pannel No 3. they 
are a ſet of good men and true, and hearken to no 
evidence but mine. 


Quill. Sir, Mr. Snap, the bailiff's follower, 1 


et up a ſhop, and is a freeholder. He hopes your 
worthip will put him into a pannel on the firſt va- 


Cancy. | | 
Sgucez. Minute him down for No 2. I think half 
of that pannel are bailiff's followers. Thank Heaven, 
the laws have not excluded thoſe butchers 
Pull. No, Sir, the law forbids butchers to be jury- 
men, but does not forbid jurymen to be butchers. 
Squeez Quill, d'ee hear! look out for ſome new 


recruits for the pannel Ne 1. We thu! have a fwing- 


ing vacancy there the next ſeſſions.— T ruly, it we 


do not take ſome care to regulate ! be juries | in the Old 


Baily, we ſhall have no juries for tiicks's-hall. 
Quill. Very true, Sir. But that ae hath been 
more particularly unfortunate. | believe I remember 


it hanged, at leaſt twice over. 


Squeez, Ay, poor fellows! We mult all take our 
chance, Quill. The man who would live in this 


is 
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is doubtful as that of war; and they who will make 
their fortunes at home, ſhould entertain no more dread 
of the bench, than a ſoldier thould of the field. We 
are all militant here; and a halter hath been fatal to 
many a great man as well as a bullet. 


SCENE I. 
SQUEEZUM, QUILL, STAFF. 
Ouill. Sir, here's Mr. Staff, the reforming con- 
ſtable. 

Staff. An't pleaſe your worthip, we have been a at 
the gaming-houſe in the alley, and have taken fix 
priſoners, whereof we diſcharged two who had your 
worſhip's licenſe. 


Squees, What are the others? 


Staff. One is an half. pay officer; another an attor- 
ney's clerk; and the other two are young gentlemen 
of the Temple. : 

Squeez. Diſcharge the officer and the clerk; there 
is nothing to be got by the army or the law: the one 
hath no money, and the other will part with none. 
But be not too forward to quit the Templars. | 

Staff. Aſking your worthip's pardon, I don't care 
to run my finger into the lion's mouth. I would not 
willingly have to do with any limb of the law. 

 Squees. Fear not; theſe bear no nearer affinity to 
lawyers, than a militia regiment of {quires do to ſol- 
diers; the one gets no more by his gown, than the 
other by his ſword. Theſe are men that bring eltates 
to the Temple, inſtead of getting them there. 

Staff. Nay, they are bedawb'd with lace as fine as 
lords, 

Squeez. Never fear a lawyer in lace. The lawyer 
that ſets out in lace, always ends in ra | 
Staff. Vil ſecure them. We went to the houſe 
where your worthip commanded us, and heard the 
dice into the ſtreet; but there were two coaches with 
coronets on them at the door, ſo we thought it pro- 

per not to go in. 

Squees. You did right. The laws are turnpikes, 
_ made to ſtop people whe walk on foot, and not 

o 


him. 
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to interrupt thoſe who drive through them in their 


coaches.— The laws are like a game at loo, where a 
blaze of court-cards is always ſecure, and the knaves 
are the ſafeſt cards in the pack. 

Stef. We have taken up a man for a rape too. 

Squeez. What is he? 

Staff. I fancy he's ſome great man; for he talks 
French, ſings Italian, and Fwears Englich. 

Squeez. Is he rich? 

Staff. I believe not, for we can t get a farthing out 
of him. 

Squeez. A certain ſign that he is, Deep pockets 
are like deep ſtreams; and money, like water, never 
runs faſter than in the ſhallows. 

Staff. Then there's another misfortune too. 

Sgucez. What's that? 

Staff. The woman will not ſwear any thing againſt 


Squeesz. Never fear that; I'll make her ſwear e- 
nough for my purpoſe. What ſort of a woman is ſhe? 

Staff. A common whore, I believe. 

Squeez. The propereſt perſon in the world to fwenr 
a rape. A modeſt woman is as ſhy of ſwearing a rape, 
as a gentleman is of ſwearing a battery.— We will 
make her ſwear enough to frighten him into a compo» 


ſition, a ſmall part of which will ſatisfy the woman. 


So go bring them before me —But hold! have you 


been at home ſince I ſent a priſoner thither this morn» | 


ing ? 

Staff. Yes, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

Squeez. And what ſays he? 

Staff. He threatens us conſoundedly; and "Wi you 
have committed him without any accuſation, I'm 
afraid we ſhall get nothing out of him. 

Sgueez. We'll try him till noon, however. 


SCENE III. 
SQUEEZUM, Mrs. SQUEEZUM. 
Mrs. Squeez, I defire, Mr. Squeezum, you would 


finiſh all your dirty work this morning; for L am re- 
ſolved to have the houſe to myſelf in the afternoon, 


2 Suez. 
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Squeez. You ſhall, my dear; and [ ſhall be obliged 
to you, if you can let me have thecoach this morning. 

Mrs. Squeez. I ſhall uſe it myſelf. 

Squeez. Then muſt get horſes put into the chariot. 

Mrs. Squeez. I am not determined whether I thall 
uſe the coach or chariot; ſo it is impoſſible you thould 
have either, Beſides, a hack is the propereſt to do 
buſineſs in; and as [ cannot tpare you a fervant, will 
look better. 

Squeez. Well, child, well, it ſhall be ſo — Let 
me only beg che favour of dining a * ſooner than 
ordinary. 

Mrs. Squeez. That is ſo far from being poſſible, 
that we cannot dine till an hour later than uſual, be- 
cauſe I muſt attend at an auction, or I thall loſe a lit- 
tle China baſon which is worth its weight in jewels, 
and it is probable I may get it for its weight i in gold, 
which will not be above one hundred guineas ; and 
thoſe you mult give me, child. 

Squeez. A hundred guineas for a China baſon ! 
Oh the Devil take the Eaſt-India trade The clay of 
the one Indies runs away with all the gold of the other. 

Mrs. Squeez. | may buy it for leſs; but it is good 
to have rather too much 1 about one, than too 
little. 

Squeez, In ſhort, I cannot fupport your extrava- 
Cance. 

Mrs. Squeez. I do not deſire pou: to ſupport. my 
extravagance. | | 

— [ wiſh you would not. 

Mrs. Squees. Thus ſtands the caſ2 : you ſay I am 
extravagant; I fay I ain not: ſure, my word will bai- 
lance yours every where but at Hicks's- hall. And 
heark'e, my dear, if whenever I aik for a trifle, you 
object my extravagance to me, III be rereng'd; I'll 
blow you up, III diſcover all your midni ght intrigues, 
your protecting ill houſes, your bribing j juries, your 
ſacking fees, your whole train of rogueries. If you 
do not allow me what I ai, I'Il bid ſair to enter on 
my jointare, Sir. 

Squeez. Well, my dear, this time you ſhall "oe in- 
dulged.—Trut a thief or lawyer with your purſe, a 

* | * whore 
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whore or phyſician with your conſtitution, but never 
truſt a dangerous ſecret with your wife; for when once 
you have put it into her power to hang you, the ſooner 
yu are hang'd, the better, [Alde. 


„„ PESCSE M0 3 
SQUEEZUM, QUILL, Al.. SQUEEZUM, 
STAFF, WATCH, RAMBLE, HILARET. 
Staff An't pleaſe your worſhip, here is a gentle- 


man hath committed a rape laſt 3 on this young 


woman. 

Sgucez. How! a rape! Hath he committed a rape 
on you, child ? 

Mrs. Squeez, This may be worth hearing. [ 4fide. 

Hil Sir, I have nothing to ſay againſt him. I de- 
ſire you would give us both our liberty He was a 
little frolickſome laſt night, which made me call for 
theſe people's help; and when once they hid taken 
hold of us, they would not ſuffer us to go away. 

Squeez They did their duty.—The power of diſ- 
charging lieth in us, and not in them. 

Namb. Sir 

Squeez. Sir, I beg we may net be interrupted, 
Hark'e, young woman, if this gentleman hath treated 
you in an ill manner, do not let your modeſty prevent 
the execution of juſtice. Confider, you will be guilty 
yourſelf of the next offence he commits; and upon my 
word, by his looks, it is probable he © my commit a 
dozen rapes within this week. 

Hil. dir, I aſſure you he is innocent. 

Squeez. Mr. Staff what fay you to this affair? 

Staff. May it pleaſe your worſhip, I ſaw the pri- 
ſoner behave in a very indecent manner, and heard the 
woman ſay he had raviſhed away her ſenſes. 

Sgucez. Fie upon you, child, will you not ſwear 
this ? 

Hil. No, Sir; but I ſhall ſwear ſomething againſt 
you, unleſs you diſcharge us. 

Sgucez. That cannot be, Madam; the fact is too 
plain. If you will not ſwear now, the priſoner muſt 
de kept in cuſtody till you will. 7 

Sta. 
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Staff. If ſhe will not ſwear, we can ſwear enough 
to convict him. 

Ramb. Very fine, faith! This juſtice is worſe than 
a grand inquiſitor. Pray, honelt, tormidable Sir, 
what private pique have you againſt me, that you 
would compel the lady to deſerve the pillory, 1 in order 
to promote me higher? 

Seeg. My dear, did you ever ſee ſuch a raviſhing . 
look as this fellow hath ! Sir, if I was a judge I would 
hang you without any evidence at all. They are ſuch 
fellows as theſe who ſow diſſenſion between man and 
wite, and keep up the names of l and baſtard 
in the kingdom. 

Ramb. Nay, it that be all you accuſe y me of, I will 
confeſs it freely, | have employ'd my time pretty 
well. Tho' as | do not remember ever to have done 
you the honour of dubbing, Mr. Juſtice, I cannot tee 
why you ſhould be fo incenſed againſt me; for I do 
not imagine you any otherwiſe an enemy to theſe 
amuſements tran a popilk prieſt to lin, or a doctor to 
diſeaſe. | 

Mrs. Squeez. You are very civil, Sir, to threaten 
to dub my huſband before my face. | 

 Ramb. I aſ pardon, Madam; I did not know with 
whom I had the honour to be in company : it was 
always againſt my inclination to affront a lady; but 
a woman of your particular merit, muſt have clauned 
the molt particular reſpect. 

Mrs. Squees. I ſhould have 3 no rudeneſs 
from a gentleman of your appearance, and would 
much rather attribute any miſbecoming word to in- 
advertency than deſign. 

Ramb. Madam, I how not how to thank ſo much 
goodneſs; but do aſſure you, I would buy an intro- 
duction to Your acquaintance at a much greater dan- 
ger than this proſecution, which, I believe, you al- 
ready ſee the malice of, I hope, Madam, I ſtand * 
ready acquitted in your opinion. 

Mrs. Sgucez. I hope, Sir, it will only appear to 
have been a frolick : I muſt own I have been always 


a great enemy to force——fince there are ſo many 
— 
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Rab. So, I find there is no danger of a rape here* 
[ Afede. 

Mrs. Squeez. Well, child, can you find any thing 
againſt this gentleman ? : ; 

Squeez. The woman is difficult of confeſſing in 
publick : but I fancy when I examine her in private, 
I may get it out of her.—So, | as Conſtable, with- 
draw your priſoner. 

Mrs. Squeez. Nay, he appe: ars ſo much of a gen- 
tleman, that till there be ſtronger evidence, I will 
take charge of hin.—Come, Sir, you ſhall go drink 
4 dith of tea with me. Lou may ſtay without. = 

[T5 the Conſtable, '&c. 

Ramb. This kindneſs of yours, Madam, will be an 

encouragement to offenders. 


COWS v-: 
 SQUEEZUM, HILARET. 


Sgueez. Come, come, child, you had better take 
the oath, tho” you are not altogether ſo ſure. Juſtice 
mould be rigorous. It is better for the publick that 
ten innocent © people ſhould ſuffer, than that one guilty 
thould eſcape; and it becomes every good perion to 
tacrifice their conſcience to the benefit of the publick. 

Hil. Would you perſuade me to perjure myſelf ? 

 Sgueez. By no means. Not for the world. Per- 
jury indeed! Do you think I do not know what per- 
jury is better than you? He did attempt to raviſh 
you, you own; very well. He that attempts to do 
you an injury, hath done it in his heart. Beſides, a 
woman may be raviſhed, ay, and many a woman hath 
been raviſked, ay, and men been hanged for it — 
when ſhe hath not certainly known ſhe hath been ra- 
viſhed, 

Hil. You are a great caſuiſt in conſcience, but 
you may ſpare yourſelf any further trouble: for 1 
aſſure you it will be in vain. 
 S£queez, I ſee where your heſitation aw you 
are afraid of ſpoiling your trade.—You think ſeverity 
to a cuſtomer will key people from your houſe 

Pray, 
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Pray, anſwer me one queſtion—How long have you. 
been upon the town ? 

Hil. What do you mean ? | 
S$9ouecz. Come, come, I ſee you are but a novice, . 
and I like you the better: for yours is the only buſi- 
neſs wherein people do not profit by experience. 
You are very handſome.—lIr is pity you ſhould conti- 
nue in this abandoned ſtate, —Give me a kiſs — Nay, 
be not coy to me Il proteit, you are as full of beau- 
ty as the roſe is of ſweetneſs, and [ of love as its ftalkx 
is full of briars. Oh! that we were as clotely joined 
together too. 


Hil. Why, you will commit a rape yourſelf, Mr.“ 
Juſtice. 

Squeez. If 1 thought you would prove conſtant. [ 
would take you into keeping: for I have not liked a 
woman ſo much theſe many years. 
f Hil. L will humour this old villain, Jam reſolved. 

| LAlide. 

 Squees. What think you, could you be conſtant 
to a vigorous, healthy, middle-aged man ? hey !— 
Could this buy thy affections off from a ſet of idle 
raſcals, who carry their gold upon their backs; and 
have pockets as empty as their heads? Fellows who 
are greater curſes on a woman than the vapours ; fur 
as thoſe perſuade her into imaginary diſeaſes, tact: 
preſent her with real. ——Let thy ſilence give con. 
ſent : here, take this purſe as an earneſt of what L 
do for you. 

Hil. Well, and what fhall I do for this? 

Squeez. You ſhall do—- You ſhall do nothing: ! 
will do. I will be a verb active, and you ſhall be a 
verb paſſive. 

Hil. | wiſh you be not of the nenter gender. 

Squeez. Why, you little arch- "I do you un- 
derſtand Latin, huſſy? 

Hil, A little. vet My father was a country par- 
ſon, and gave all his children a good education. He 
taught his daughters to write and read himſelf, 

Squeez. What, have you ſiſters, then? 

- Hil. Alack-a-day, Sir! fixteen of us, and all in 
the fame way of buſineſs. 


C 3 $quees. . 
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Sgueez. Ay, this it is to teach daughters to write. 
I would as ſoon put a ſword into the hand of a mad- 
man, as a pen into thoſe of a woman; ſor a pen in 
the hand of a weman is as ſure an inſtrument of pro- 

pagation, as a {word in that of a madman is of de- 
ſtruction. [AHdc. ]—Sure, my dear, the ſpirit of love 
muſt run very —_—y in the blood of your whole 
family. 


Hil. Oh, Sir! it was a i man of war that 


|  harboured near us.— My poor filters were ruined by 


the officers, and I fell a martyr to the chaplain. 

| Squeez Ay, ay, the ſailors are as fatal to our wo- 
men as the ſoldiers are. One Venus roſe from the fea, 
and thouſands have ſet in it—— But not Venus her- 
ſelf could compare to thee, my little honey-ſuckle. 

Hil. Be not ſo hot, Sir. 

Squeez. Bid the touchwocd be cold behind the 
burning-glaſs. The touchwood is not more eaſily 
kindled by the ſun than I by your dear eyes. 

Hil. The touchwood i is not drier, I dare ſwear. 

[ Ade. 
Sgucez. But bark, I hear my wife returning. 
Leave word with my clerk where I ſhall ſend to you 
I will be the kindeſt of keepers, * conſtant, and 
very liberal | 
Hi Two charming qualities in a lover! 

Squeez. My pretty noſegay, you will find me vaſtly 
preferable to idle young rakehells. Beſides, you are 
ſafe with me. You are as ſafe with a Juſtice in Eng- 
land, as a prieſt abroad; gravity is the beſt cloak for 
fin, in all countries ge ſure to be punctual to the 
time [ ſhall appoint you. 

Hil. Be not afraid of me. 
 Squeez. Adieu, my pretty charmer, I ſhall burn 
with impatience, | 


SCENE VI. 
SQUEEZUM le. 


Go thy ways for a charming girl ! Now, if I can 
get her at this wild fellow's expence, I ſhall have per- 
formed the part of a ſhrewd juſtice ; ſor I would make 


others 
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others pay for my fins as well their own. I fancy 
my wife hath ſuſſiciently frightened him by this, and 
that he will truckle to any terms to be acquitted ; for 
I muſt own ſhe will pump a man much better than I. 
— Oh! here they come. 1 muſt deal with my gen 
tleman now in another ſtyle. | 


SCENE VIL 


SQUEESUCM, Mrs. SQUEESUM, RAMBLE. 
Ramb. Well, Sir, is the lady determined to ſwear 
ſoutly ? 5 
Squeez. Truly, it is hard to ſay what ſhe deter- 
mines; ſhe is gone to aſk the advice of a divine and 
a lawyer. 

Ramb. Then the odds is againſt me: for the law- 
yer will certainly adviſe her to twear ; and it is poſ- ' 
ible the prieſt may not contradict her in it. 

Sgqueez. It is indeed a tickliſh point, and it were 
adviieable to make it up as ſoon as poſſible. The 
firſt loſs is always the leaſt. It is better to wet your 
coat than your ſkin, and to run home when the clouds 
begin to drop, than in the middle of the ſtorm. In 
ſhort, it were better to give a brace of hundred pounds 
to make up the matter now, than to venture the con- 
ſequence. I am heartily concerned, to fee a gentle- 
man in ſuch a misfortune I am ſorry the age is fo 
corrupt. Really I expect to ſee ſome grievous and 
heavy judgment fall on the nation. We are as bad 
as ever Sodom and Gomorrah were; and I with we 
may not be as miſerable. I, | 
 _ Rami. Heark'e, juſtice; I take a ſermon to be the 

firit puniſhment which a man undergoes after con- 
viction. It is very hard I muſt be condemned to it 
before-hand. 1 

Mrs. Squeez. Nay, Sir. I am ſure Mr. Squeezum 
ſpeaks for your good. —1 ſhall get a necklace ont of 
this affair. | l[Alde. 
Sgueez. Ay, that I am ſure I do; my intereſt ſways 
not one way or the other. —I would, were I in that 

gentleman's circumſtances, do what [ advife him to. 

Ramb. Faith, Sir, that I muſt doubt; for were 

| -  _— 
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you in my circumſtances, you would not be worth 
the money. | 
Squeez. Nay, Sir, now you jeſt with me; a gen- 
tleman can never be at a loſs for ſuch a trifle. 
Rab. Faith, you miſtake. I know a great many 
gentlemen not worth three farthings. He that re- 
ſolves to be honeft cannot reſolve not to be poor. 
Squeez. A gentleman, and poor! Sir, they are 
contradictions. A man may as well be a ſcholar 
without learning, as a gentleman without riches, But 
I have no time to dallty with you. If you do not un- 
derſtand good uſage, while it is dealt you, you may, 
when you feel the reverſe. The affair may now be 
made up for a trifle: the time may come when your 
whole fortune would be too ittle.—An hour's delay 
in the making up of an offence is as dangerous as in 
the ſewing up of a wound. . 
Ramb, Well, you have over-perſuaded me; I'll 
take your advice. | ; 
_ S$quees. I'll engage you will not repent it.— I don't 
queſtion but you will regard me as your friend. 
Namb. That | do, indeed. And to give you the 
molt ſubſtantial inſtance of it, I will at a favour, 
which is expected only from the moſt intimate friend- 
ſhip—which is, that you would be ſo kind to lend me 
the money. ls 5 
Sgueez. Alack a-day, Sir, I have not ſuch a ſum 
in my command. Beſides, how mult it look in me, 
who am an officer of juſtice, to lend a culprit money 
wherewith to evade juſtice ! Alas, Sir, we mult con- 
ſider our characters in life, we mult act up to our cha- 
racters; and tho' I deviate a little from mine, in giv- 
ing you advice, it would be entirely forſaking the 
character of a juſtice to give you money | 
Mrs. Squeez. | wonder how you could aſk it. 
Ramb. Neceſſity obliges to any thing, Madam. 
Mr. Squeezum was ſo kind to thew me the neceſſity 
of giving money, and my pockets were to cruel to 
| thew me the impoſſibility of it. | 
Sgucez. Well, Sir, it you cannot pay for your 
tranſgreſſions like the rich, you muſt ſuffer for them 
like the poor, — Here, Conſtable, 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
SQUEESUM, arr. SQUEEZUM, RAMBLE, 
STAFF, CONSTABLES. 


Squeez, Take away your priſoner; keep him in 
ſafe cuſtody, till farther orders, If you come to a 
wiſer reſolution within theſe two hours, ſend me 
word : after that it will be too late. 
Ramb. Reark'e, Mr. Juſtice, you had better uſe 
me as you ought, and acquit me; for if you do any 
thing which you cannot defend, hang me, if I am 
not revenged on you. 

Sgueeg. Hang you Il wiſh there may not be 
more meaning in thoſe words than you imagine. 

Ramb. Sdeath! you old raſcal, I can ſcarce for- 
bear rattling thoſe old dry bones of thine, till they 
crack thy wither'd ſkin. 
|  $queez. Bear evidence of this; I am threat'ned in 

als execution of my office. 

Ramb. Come, honeſt Mr. Conſtable, Mr. noctur- 
nal juſtice, let me go any where from this ſellow— 


= The night hath choſen a better juſtice than the Py 
SCENE H. 
SQUEESUM, Mrs. SQU EESUM. 


Squeez. I am afraid I ſhall make nothing of this 
fellow at laſt. I have a mind to diſcharge him. 

. Mrs, Squeez. Oh! * no means; for I am ſure he 
_ hath money. 

Squeez. Yes, and ſo am I. But ſuppoſe he will 
not part with it; it is impoſſible to take it from him: 
for there is ne law yet in being to ſkreen a juſtice of 
peace from a downright robbery. 

Mrs. Squeez. Try him a little longer, however. 

Squeez, I will till the afternoon ; but if he ſhould 
not conſent by that time, I muſt diſcharge him ; for 
1 have no hopes in the woman's ſwearing. She is 
diſcharged already. 

re. Squeez, I'll make him a viſit at the conſta- 
ble's houſe, and try if I can alarm him into a compo- 
fition, 1 may make him do more than you unagine. 


Sgucez. 
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Squeez. Do ſo, my dear—I doubt not your power-- 
Good-morrow, honey. 

Mrs. Squeez. But, my dear, pray remember the 
hundred guineas. 

Squeez. Yes, yes, I ſhall remember them; they 
are not likely to be ſoon forgotten, — Follow me to 
my elſcritore. 


Mr:. SQUEESUM l. 


Since you are ſure of going to the devil, honelt 
ſponſe, I'Il take care to equip you with a pair of horns, 
that you may be as like one another as poſlible. This 
dear wild fellow mult be mine, and ſhall be mine: I 
like him ſo well, that if he had even raviſhed me, on 
my conſcience I ſhould have forgiven him. 


SCENE XI. Mr. WorThyY's. 
WORTHY, POLITICK. 


IWor. Upon my word, Mr. Politick, I am heartily 
forry for this occaſion of renewing our acquaintance. 
I can imagine the tenderneſs of a parent, tho' I never 

was one. | 1 

Pol. Indeed, neighbour Worthy, you cannot ima- 
zine half the troubles, without having undergone 
them, Matrimony baulks our expectations every 
way; and our children as ſeldom prove comforts to 
us as our wives. I had but two—whereof one was 
hanged long ago—and the other I ſuppoſe may be in 
a fair way by this. 

Mor. In what manner did ſhe eſcape from you? 

Poel. She had taken leave of me to retire to reſt, 
not half an hour beſore I heard of her departure. I 
impute it all to the wicked inſtructions of an imp of 
the devil called a chamber-maid, who is the compa- 
nion of her flight. 

Mor. But do you know of no lover? 

Pol. Let me ſee—— hey !— there hath been a 
fellow in a red coat, with whom ſhe hath converſed 
for ſome time, in ſpite of my teeth. 


War. 
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Wir. Depend on it, he is the occaſion of your 
loſs I can grant you a warrant againſt him, if you 
know his name, tho? I fear you are too late. | 

Pol. No, Sir, I am not too late; my daughter is 
an heireſs, and you know the puniſhment of ſtealin 
an heireſs. If I could hang the raſcal], it would be 
ſome ſatisfaction. N | 

Wor. That will be impoſſible, without her con- 
ſent; and truly, it the be married, I would adviſe you 
to follow the example of that emperor, who when he 
diſcovered ſomething worſe than a marriage between 
one of his ſubjects and his daughter, choſe rather to 
let him enjoy her as his own, than puniſh him. 

Pol. Fray where did that emperor reign ? 

Vor I have almoſt forgotten, but I think it was 
one of the Greek emperors, or one of the Turks. 

Pal. Bring me no example from the Turks, good 
Mr. Worthy, I find no ſuch affinity in our intereſts. 
Sir, I dread and abhor the Turks. I with we do not 
feel them, before we are aware. 

- Wir. But dw —— 3 - 

Pol. But me no buts —what can be the reaſon of 
all this warlike preparation, which all our news-papers 
have informed us of. Yes, and the ſame news-papers 
a hundred times in the ſame words. Is the defign 
againſt Perfia ? ls the deſign againſt Germany? Is 
the deſign againſt Italy? —- Suppoſe we ſhould ſee 
Turkith gallies in the channel? We may feel them, 
yes, we may feel them in the midit of our ſecurity ; 
Troy was taken in its ſleep, and ſo may we. 

IWor. Sure, Sir, you are aſleep, or in a dream— 

Pol. Yes, yes, theſe things are called idle dreams 
—the juſteſt apprehenſions may be ſtyled dreams —but 
let me tell you, Sir, men betray their own ignorance 
often, in attacking that of other men. 

Mor. But what is all this to your daughter? 

Pol. Never tell me of my daughter, my country 
is dearer to me than a thouſand daughters; ſhould the 
Turks come among us, what would become of our 
daughters then? and our ſons, and our wives, and 
our eſtates, and our houſes, and our religion, and our 
liberty.— When a Turkiſh Aga ſhould command our 

nobility, 
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nobility, and janizaries make grandfathers of lords ? 
Where ſhould we look for Britain then? 
or. Truly, where I may look for Mr. Politick 
now, in the clouds. | 
Pol. Give me leave, Sir, only to let you a little 
into the preſent ſtate of Turkey. | 
Mor. I mult beg to he excuſed, Sir; if I can be 
of any ſervicg to you, in relation to your daughter, 
you may command my attention: I may probably de- 
fend you from your own countryraen, but truly from 
the Turks I cannot. | 
Pal. I am glad to hear you have ſome apprehen- 
ſion of them, as well as myſelf.— Ihat you are not ſo 
ſtupidly beſotted, as I meet with ſome people at the 
coffee-houſe; but perhaps you are not enough ap- 
prized of the danger. Give me leave only to thew 
you how it is poſũble for the Grand Signior to find an 
ingreſs into Europe. Suppoſe, Sir, this ſpot I ſtand 
on to be Turkey—then here is Hungary--very well-- 
here is France, and here is England - granted--then . 
we will ſuppoſe he had poſſeſſion of Hungary--what | 
then remains but to conquer France, betore we find 
him at our own coa{t.---But, Sir, this is not all the 
danger; now I will ſhew you how he can come by 
ſea to us. 
Wir. Dear Sir, refer that to ſome other time; 
| you have ſufficiently ſatisfied me, I aſſure you. 
Pol. It is almoſt time to go to the coifee-houſe--ſo, 


dear Mr. Worthy. I am your moſt obedient ſervant. 
Mor. Mr. Politick, your very humble ſervant, 


SCENE XII. 
WORTHY Ils. 


I recollet the dawnings of this political humour to 
have appeared when we were at the Bath together ; 
but it hath riſen finely in theſe ten years. What 
an enthuſiaſm mutt it have arrived to, when it could 
make him forget the lots of his only daughter! The 
greatelt part of mankind labour under one delirium 
1 or other: and Don Qvixotte differed from the reſt, 
| not in madneſs, bat the ſpecies of it. The a 
EF” | he 
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the prodigal, the ſuperſtitious, the libertine, and the 
coffee - houſe politician, are all Quixottes in their ſe- 
veral ways. | 


That man alone from madneſs free, we find, 


Who, by no wild unruly paſſion blind, 
To reaſon gives the conduct of his mind. 


— . — — 5 — | — 


ACT m. SCENE 1. 
SCENE, The fron. 
 HILARET, CLORIS, meeting. 
HitaztrT. 


| EAR Cloris. 
D Clo. Dear Madam, i is it you: you altogether? 
Hil. Ay, ay, altogether, thank Heavens | nal 
like to have loſt ſomething. but all ſafe, I atfure you, 
Clo. Ah! Madam, I with it were. 
Hil. What, don't you believe me ? 
Clo. I with you could not me, or 1 myſelf. Poor 
captain Conſtant — 
Hil. What of him? 
Clo. Oh! Madam! 
Hil. Speak quickly, or kill me, which you pleaſe 
Clo. -----Is taken up for a rape. | 
Hil. How! | 3 
Cle. It is too true, his own ſervant told me. 
Hil. His ſervant belied him, and fo do you-—— 
Shew me where he is, if he be in a dungeon, PH fad 
Aim out. 
Clo. Very generous indeed, Madam! A king 
ſhould ſooner vifit a priſoner for treaſon, than Ia lo- 
ver for a rape. 
Hill. It would be unpardonable i in me to entertain 
ſo flagrant a belief of the firſt hearing, againit a man 
who hath given me ſuch ſubſtantial proofs of his 


conſtancy: beſides, an affair of my own, makes me 


the more doubtful of the truth of this; but if there 
Vor. II. D appear 
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appear any proof of ſuch a fact, I will drive him for 
ever from my thoughts. 

Cl», Yes, Madam, Juſtice Squeezum will take care 
to bave him driven another way. 

Hil. Juſtice Squeezum! let me hug you for that 
information. Now, I can almoſt ſwear he is inno- 
cent: I have ſuch an adventure to ſurprize you with; 
but let me not lo a moment—come, ſhew me the 
Way. 

Ch. Poor creature ! ſte knows the way to her de- 
ſtruction too well — but it wauld be impertinence 
in a ſervant to put ker out of it. [ Afrde, 


SCENE I. The Conflable's Houſe. 


CONSTANT alzne. 


begin to he of that philoſopher's opinion, who 
ſaid, that whoever will entirely conſult his own hap- 
pineſs, mult be little concerned about the happineſs 
cf others. Good nature is Quixotiſm, and every prin- 
ceſs Micomicona will lead her deliverer into a cage. 
What had | to do to interpoſe! What harm did the 
misfortunes of an unknown woman bring me, that I 
ſhould hazard my own happineſs and reputation on 
her account ? But ſure, to ſwear a rape againſt 
me for having reſcued her from a raviſher, is an un- 
paraticied piece of in gratitude. 


SCENE m. 


CONSTANT and Mrs. STAFF. 


Mrs. Staff. Will your honour pleaſe to drink a 
drain, or ſome rack punch? | 

Conſt. Dear Madam, do not trouble me; 1 can 
drink nothing. 

Mrs. Staff. Truly, Sir, but I can. Not trouble 
vou! 1 had never ſuch a cuſtomer here before. Yon 
a captain charged with a rape !--[ ſhould ſooner take 
Jou for ſome poor attorney, charged with forgery 
and perjury; or a travelling parſcn, with uns 
gown aud caſſock. 


Con ſt. 
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Con ſt. Drink what you will, and I'll pay what you 
leaſe. 

: Mrs. Staff. Thank your honour! your honour will 
not be offended, hope — we itand at a great rent: 
and truly, ſince this gin act, trade hath been ſo dull, 
that I have often wiſhed my huſband would live by 
the highway himſelf, initead of taking highwaymen. 

Conſt. You are not the only wife who would give 
her huſband this advice, I dire fwear, Nay, were 
men all ſo uxorious to take it, Tybura would have 


as much buſineſs as Doctors- Commons. 


Mrs. Staff. | with it had more; for ve muſt ſtand 
and fall by one another; no buſineſs there, no bulinel(s 
here; and truly, captain, 'tis with forrow I ſay it. 
where we have one felon now, we had ten, a year 
or two ago -I have not ſeen one pritoner brought 
in for a rape this fortnight, except your honour. I 
hope your handſel will be lucky. | 

, SCENE TV. 

CONSTANT, STAFF, Mrs. STAFF. 

Staff. Captain, your fervant, I ſuppoſe you will 
be glad of company---here is a very civil gentleman, 
I affure yon. 9 | | 

. Mrs. Staff. More gentleinen ! this is rare news in- 
_ --. | WF: | 

Conf}. I had rather be alone. 
Staff. I have but this one prifon-room, captain: 
beſides. I aſſure you this is no common fellow, but 
a very fine gentleman, a captain too---and as merry 
a one 

Con ſi. What is the cauſe of his misfortune? 
Staff. A rape, captain, a rape---no diſhonourable 
offence · I would not have brought any ſcoundrels into 
your honour's company: but rape and murder, no 
gentleman need be aſhamed of; and this is an honeſt 
brother - raviſher -I have raviſned women myſelf for- 
merly: but a wife blunts a man's edge. When once 
you are married, you will leave off ravithing, I war- 
rant you---to be bound in wedlock, is as good a ſe- 
| D 2 curity 
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curity againſt rapes, as to be bound over to the peace 
is againſt murther. | 

Mrs. Staff. My huſband will have his jeſt, I hope 
your honour will pardon him. 


Staff. But here is the gentleman. 
SCENE V. 


CONSTANT, RAMBLE, STAFF, Mrs. STAFF: 


Canſt. Prodigious ! 
Ramb. Dear Conſtant ! 


Conſt, What in the name of wonder hath brought 


you to England? 


Namb. What in the devil's name hath brought thee 


to the Conſtable's ? 


Conſt. Only a rape, Sir; no diſhonourable offence, 


| as Mr. Conſtable hath it. 

Ramb. You jeſt. 

_ Sir, upon my word the captain is in 
earneſt. 


Ramb, Why I ſhould ſooner have ſuſpected ermin 


or lawn - ſleeves. But I ſee gravity and hypocriſy are 


iaſeparable.----Well, give me thy band, brother, for 


our fortunes agree exactly. 


Staff. And will agree in the end, I don't queſtion. 


This is not the firſt time of their meeting together on 


this account; a couple of old whore- maſters, I war- 


rant them. Ade. 
Mrs. Staff. Will your bonours Pleaſe to. drink any 

punch, noble captains, it will keep up your ſpirits ? 

Staff. Don't force the gentlemen, wife, to drink 


whether they will or no.--I wiſh you well off this af-. 


fuir-In the mean time, whatever my houſe affords is 


nt your ſervice--and let me affure you, the more yau. 


drink, the leſs you will lament your misfortune. 
Ramb. Spoken like a true philoſopher. 


SCENE IV. 


CONSTANT, RAMBLE. 


Ramb. But, dear Billy, I hope thou haſt not really 
cammigted, hey ? 


* 


cenſt- | 


V4 * 
3 
* 
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Conſt. What I heartily repent of, I afſure you. [ 
reſcued a woman in the ſtreet, for which ſhe was ſo 
kind to ſwear a rape againſt me; but it gives me no 
uneaſineſs equal to the pleaſure I enjoy in ſeeing you. 

Ramb. Ever kind and good-natur'd ! 

Conſt. Yet I wiſh our meeting had been on another 
occaſion ; for the freedom of your life, makes me ſuſ- 
pect the conſequence of your confinement may be 
heavier than mine. 

Kanb. | can't tell what the conſequence may be, 
nor fhall I trouble myſelf about it: but I aſſure thee 
no fucking babe can be more innocent. If our caſes 
differ in any thing, it is in this, that my woman hath 
not ſworn. 

Conſt. This pleaſes me indeed !—Bur, pray, how 


came you to leave the 5 where I thought you 


had been ſettled for life? 
Ramb. Why, on the fame account that I went thi- 
ther, that F now am here, by which 1 live, and for 


which [ hve, a woman. 


Conſt. A woman! 

| Ramb. Ay, a fine, young, rich woman! a widow 
with fourſcore thouſand pounds in her pocket 
there's a North (tar to ſteer by. 

_ Conſt What is her name? 

Ramb. Her name her name is Ramble. 

Conſt. What, married 

Ramb. Ay, Sir ; ſoon after you left the Indies, 
honeſt Mr. Ingot left the world, and me the heir to 
his wife with all her effects. 

Conft. I with you joy. dear Jack; this thy good 
fortune hath ſo filled me with deligat, that i have 
no room for my own forrows. 

Ramb. But l have not unfolded half yer. 

Sot. [without,] Let two quarts of rum be made 
into punch, let it be hot—hor as hell. 

Ramb. D'ye hear, we are in a fine condition, 


faith. 


8 D 3 S8cENE 
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SCENE VIL 
CONSTANT, RAMBLE, SOTMORE, STAFF- 


So. Here they are, here are the brace of deſpond- 
ing whore-maſters for you---Ramble, what, nothing, 
to ſay in praiſe of the women; Mark Anthony made 


a fine bargain, hey, when be gave the world for a 
Woman? Sdeath if he had been alive now, I'd have 


waged fix gallons of claret I had ſeen him hanged 
for a rape as 1 ſhall very ſuddenly my two wor- 


thy friends. 

Ramb. Hearkee, Sotmore, if you ſay any 222 
againſt the women we'll cut your throat, and 
jultice into a mr! into the 

Sor. Not ſpeak againſt women! you ſhall as ſoon 
compel me not to ; you ſhall ſow up my lips, if 
you do. - - ogy you, let the punch be gotten 
ready. 

Staff. It ſhall, an't pleaſe your honour. (This 


gentleman is a rare euſtomer to a houſe ; I wiſh he 


would commit a rape too.) po [ A/ide. 


SCENE VIE. 

_ CONSTANT, RAMBLE SOTMORE. 
Conſt. You muſt not rail againſt the ladies, Sotmore, 
before Ramble; for he is a married man. 

Ramb. And what is better, my wife is at the bots 
tom of the ſea. 

Sot. And what is worſe, all her effects are at the 
bottom of the ſea with her. 

Conft, How! 

Rant. Faith! Sotmore hath fpoken truth for once. 
— Notwithſtanding my pleaſantry, the lady and her 
fortune are both gone together; ſhe went to the other 
world fourſcore thouſand ſtron: g; and if there be any 
fuch thing there, I don't queſtion but ſhe is married 
again by this time. 

Sat. You would not take my advice. I have cau- 
tioned thee never to truſt any thing on the ſame bot- 

tom 


. 
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tom with a woman. I would not enſure a ſhip that 
had a woman on board, for double the price.— The 
fins of one woman are enough to draw down a judg-: 
ment on a fleet, 
Ramb. Here's a fellow, who, like a prude, makes 
fin a handle to his abuſe.—Art thon not aſhamed to 
mention fin—who art a cargo of iniquity? Why wilt 
r | 
thou haſt ſuch ſtores of thy own ? 
Conft. What occaſioned your ſeparating ? 
Ramb. A ſtorm, and my ill ſtars. I left the ſhip ; 
wherein ſhe was to dine with the captain of one of our 


convoy, when a ſadden violent ſtorm ariſing, I loſt 


fight of her ſhip, and from that day have never ſeen 
or heard of her. 


Sat. Nor ever will--I heartily hope. Tho” as for 


tze innocent cheſts, thoſe I wiſh deliver'd out of the 
deep. But the ſea knows its own good : it will be 


ſore to keep the money, tho' poſſibly it may refund 
the woman; for a woman will ſwim like a cork, and 
they are both of the fame value; nay, the latter is the 


more valuable, as it preſerves our wine, which women 
often ſpoil. 

Conſi. Why, Sotmore, wine is the nos of 
all merit with-thee, as gold is to a ſtock-jobber; and 
thou would'ſ as ſoon ſell thy ſoul for a bottle, as he 


for a guinea. 


Sot. Wine, Sir, is as apt a compariſon to every 
thing that is good, as woman is to every thing that 
is bad. 


Conſt. Fie, Sotmore this railing againſt the ladies 


will make your company as ſcandalous to gentlemen, 


as railing at religion would to a parſon. 
Ramb. Right, Conſtant! they are my religion, I am 
the high-prieſt of the ſex. 


Sot. Women and religion! Women and the devil: 


he leaves his votaries in the lurch, and ſo do they. 


Conſt. I fancy, Ramble, this friend of ours will turn 
parſon, one day or other 


Ramb. If he was not ſuch a ſot, I ſhould think it 
poſſible. 


Sot. Why faith! I am almoſt ſuperſtitious enough 
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to fancy this a judgment on thee for breaking thy word 
Did I not tell thee, thou vert flrolling off to ſome 
little dirty whore ? and you ſee the truth of my pro- 


| phecy. 


Ramb. Thou art in the right: it was not only a 
whore, but the moſt impudent of all whores— a mo- 
deſt whore. 

Conſt. A modeſt whore! let her be married to an 
honeſt attorney, by all means. 

Ramb. And ſent together to people his majeſty * 

tations. 

Set. Modeſty, now-a-days, as often covers i 
dence, as it doth uglineſs. It is as uncertain a ſign of 
virtue as quality is, or as fine cloaths are of quality. 

Ramb. Yet to do ker right: the perſuaſions of the 
Juſtice could not prevail with her to perjure herſelf, 

Sat. Conſcientious ſtrumpet! ihe hopes to pick your 
pocket another time, which it were charity to thee to 
with the might: for if thou eſcapeft this, ſhe certainly 
will have an opportunity. 

Ramb. Pray, honeſt Nol, how didſt thou find us 
out? for a boy would as ſoon have ſent for his ſchool- 
maſter when he was caught in an orchard, as I for 
thee on this occafion. - 

Sat. Find you out! why hs: town rings of von — 
there is not a huſband or guardian in it, but what is 
ready to get drunk for joy. If the woman be not gold 


proof, the will be bribed to ſwear againſt yon. You 


are a nuſance, Sir! I don't believe he hath been in 
town fix days, and he hath had, above fixteen women. 
Ramb. And they are a nobler pleaſure than fo many 
gallons which thou haſt ſwallowed m that time. 
Sot. Sir, I pay my viatner, and therefore do no 
inju 


Ramb. And, Sir, I do no injury: and therefore 


have no reaion to pay. 


Sot fiey-day ! is taking ney a man's wife or 
daughter no injury? 


Rams. Not when the wife is weary of her huiband, 
and the daughter longs for one. 


Conſt. Art thou not aſhamed, Sotmore, to throw a 
2 his face, while he is ſuffering for them ? 
Sot. 
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Soft. That is the time, Sir; beſides, you ſee what 
an effect it hath on him: you might as well rail at a 
knight of the poſt in the pillory. 

Ramb. Let him alone, the punch will be here im- 
mediately, and then he'lt have no leiſure to rail. 

Sor. Is it not enough to make a man rail, to have 
parted with a friend — in the night, and to find 
him the next morning in ſo fair a way to Death and 
damnation! ſhew me the whore; I'll be revenged on 
her and the whole ſex. If thou art hanged for raviſh- 
ing I'll be hanged for murdering her. Deſcribe the 
little miſchief to me. Is ſhe tall, ſhort, black, brown, 
fair? [n what form hath the devil diſguiſed himſelf * 
Rami. In a very beautiful one, I affure you: ſhe 
hath the fineſt ſhape that ever was beheld, genteel to 
a miracle; then the brighteſt eyes that ever glanced 
on a lover, the prettieſt little mouth, and lips as red 
as a cherry : and for her breaſts, not ſnow, marble, 
lillies, alabaſter, ivory, can come up to their white- 
neſs ; but their little, pretty, firm, round form, no 
art can imitate, no thought conceive.——— Oh ! Sot- 
more, I could die ten thouſand millions of times upon 
them 

Set. You are only like to die once for them. 

Con ft. All theſe raptures. about a common whore, 
Ramble ! N 
Sot. Ay, every woman he ſees, they are all alike 
to him, modeſt or immodeſt, high or low, from the 
garret to the cellar, St. James's to the ſtews ; find him. 
but a woman, and hell make an angel of her.—He 
hath the ſame taſte for women, as a child for pictures, 
or a hungry glutton for an entertainment: every piece 
is a Venus, and every diſh an ortelan. 

Ramb. To ſay the truth of her, Sotmore muſt have 
allowed her handſome, and I muſt allow her to have 
been a damn'd, confounded, common . 


SCENE N. 


CON: "ANT; RAM BLE, SC TMO RE, 
oh HILARET. 


| Rand. Ha! conjured up, by Jupiter 1 Well, my 


9 * 
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little enemy, do the prieſt and the lawyer conſeat— 


and will you ſwear-- ha! 

Hil. ¶ Not regarding Ramble, runs to Conſtant.) 
My Conſtunt ! 

Rami. Hey-day ! what, are we both in for raviſh- 
ing the ſame woman: I fee by her fondneſs, he hath 
really raviſhed her. 

Con. O, Hilaret ! this kindneſs of yours ſiaks me 


the deeper; can you bear to think on ene acculed of 
ſuch a crime as lam 


Hel. Never to believe it can I bear. 

C How thall [ repay this goodneſs! Then, by 
Heavens I am innocent. [ They talk apart. 

_ Hey ! the devil! Is this Conſtant's mi- 


ſtreſs? Here will be fine work i'faith ! (Ade. 


Sot. 1 this the lady that did you the favour, Sir ? 
[To Ramble. 
Roms, This the lady! No— why this is a wo- 


man of virtue; tho” the hath a great reſemblance of 


the other, I muſt confeſs. 


Set. Then | ſuppoſe this is ſhe whom Conſtant bath | 
toaſted this half year— his honourable miſtreſs with a 
-Rare company for a man who is in priſon ſor 


pox. 
a rape! 
Hil. And was you in that ſcuffle which parted me 


and my maid in Leiceſtee-Fields ? 


Conſt. It was there this unfortunate accident bap- 
pened, while I was going to the place of our appoint- 
ment. 

Hil. It had like to have occaſioned another to me, 
which, that I eſcaped, l am to thank this gentleman, 


Ramb. Oh, Madam ! your moit obedient, humble 


ſervant. Was it you, dear Madam? 


Conſt. fla! is it poſſible my friend can "OUR ſo far 


indebted me [This is a favour I can never re- 
turn. 


. Rami. You over-rate it, upon my ſoul you do; I 


am ſufficiently repayed by this embrace. 
Conſt, I can never repay thee. Would'ſt chou 


have given me worlds, it could not have equalled the 


leaſt favour conferr'd on this lady. 


Rams. 


13 
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Rams. I ſhould have conferred tome favours on her 
indeed, if the would have accepted them. [. Ade. 
Hil. I am glad it is to Mr. Conltant's friend I am 
obliged. 
| 2 Yes, you are damnably obliged to him for his 
character of you. [ Afede. 
 Coanfl. My dear Hilaret, ſhall I beg to hear it all? 
I can have no pleaſure equal to finding new obligations 
to this gentleman. | 
Hil Since you deſire it | 
Nail. l funcy, Madam, your fright at that time may 
have cccafioned your forgetting ſome circumſtance; 


therefore, ſince Captaia Conſtant deſires it, I will tell 


him the ſtory I had juſt parted with this gentleman, 


when | heard a young lady's voice wing out for help; 


(I think the word Rape was mentioned, but that I 
cannot perfectly remember; ) upon this, making di- 
rectly to the place where the noile proceeded, I found 


this lady in the arms of a very rude fellow —— 


Hil. The moſt impudent fellow, fure, that ever 


'was born ! 


Ramb. A very impudent fellow, and yet a very 


_ cowardly one; for the moment I came up. he quitted 
his hold, and was gone out of fight in the twinkling 


of an eye. 

_ Conſt, My dear Ramble, what haſt thou done for 
me ! 5 

Namb. No obligation, dear Conſtant ! I would have 
done the ſame for any man breathing. But to pro- 


ceed: The watch came up, who would not be ſatisfied 


with what ſhe then ſaid, but conveyed us both to the 
Round -Houſe, whence we were carried in the morn- 
ing before Juſtice Squeezum, and by him, notwith- 
ſtanding this lady's proteſtations, your humble ſervant 
was committed to that place where he now finds him- 
ſelf with this good company. | 

Conſt. Oh, my friend !— May Heaven ſend me an 
opportunity of ſerving thee in the ſame manner ! 

Ramb. May that be the only prayer which it denies 


to Conſtant. 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 
CONSTANT, RAMBLE, SOTMORE, 

_ HILAREF, STAFF. 
Staff. The punch is ready, gentlemen, you may 
walk down; the liberty of my houſe is at your ſervice. 


Sot. And that is liberty —_ while thou haſt 
punch here. If thy houſe were a ſea of punch, I would 


not prefer any houſe in town to it. 


Staff. Your honour ſhall not want that. 

Sot. And | thall want nothing more. | 

Staff Captain, a word with you. [To Ramble.] 
There's Madam Squeezum below deſires to ſpeak with 


you alone. 


Ramb Bring her up.— Sotmore, you mult excuſe 


me a few moments, Conſtant and this lady will en- 


tertain you. 
Set. Let the moments be very few. T'll lay five 


| gallons to one, this fellow hath another whore in his 


eye. | 


SCENE XL. 
RAMBLE, Mrs. SQUEEZUM. 


 Ramib. So; my affair with my friend's miſtreſs is 
happily over. That I ſhould not knew a modeſt 


woman! But there is ſo great an affectation of modeſty 


in ſome women of the town, and ſo great an affeQation 
of impudence in ſome women of fathion, that it is not 
impoſſible to miſtake. Now for Mrs. Juſtice, her bu- 
ſineſs with me is not exceeding difficult to guefs. _- 
Mrs. Squeez. You will think I have a vaſt deal of 
charity, Captain, who am not only the ſolicitreſs of 
your liberty at home to my huiband, but can carry my 
good-nature ſo far as to viſit you in your confinement, 
I cannot ſay but I have a generous pity for any one 
whom [ imagine to be accufed wrongfully. 
Rami. I am obliged to you indeed, Madam, for 
that ſuppoſal. 8 
Mrs. Squeez. You are the cauſe of it. Where- 
2 fore 


The JusT1ct caught in his own TAL. 49 


fore do you imagine I ventured myſelf alone with you 
this morning? 

Ramb. From your great humanity, Madam, 

Mrs. Squeez, Alas, Sir! it was to try whether you 
were really the man you were reported to be; and [ 
am certain [ found you as igoffenſtve, quiet, civil, 
well-bred a gentleman, as any virtuous woman could 
have wiſhed. Your behaviour was ſo modeſt, that I 
can never imagine it poſſible you ſhould have been 
guilty of a rape. No over-grown alderman of ſixty, 
or taper beau. of fix and twenty, could have been 
more innocent company. 

Ran. Whu! Aide. 

Mrs. Squees, Your then carriage hath wrought fo 
' great an effect upon me, that I have ventured to truſt 
myſelf here with yon; nay, [ could truit myiclt any 
where with ſo modeſt a gentleman. 

Ranb, I'll take care, Madam, never to forfeit your 
ied opinion of me; you may trult yourſelf with me 
any where; I'II never behave in any other manner 
than becomes the beit bred man alive with the beſt bred 
lady. I ſwear by this ſoft hand, theſe lips, and all 
the millions of charms that dwell in this dear body. 

Mrs. Squeez. What do you mean? 

Ramb. I know not what I mean; tongue can't ex- 
preſs, nor thonght conceive—we can only feel the ex- 
quiſtte pleaſures love has in ſtore. 

Mrs. Sgucez. Nay, I proteſt and vow. 

Rami. Proteſtations are as vain as ſtruggling. This 
cloſet hath a bed int that would not diſgrace a palace. 
Sot. [At the door ] Why, Ramble! Jack Ramble! 

Art thou not aſhamed to leave thy friends thus, for 
ſome little dirty ſtrumpet? If thou dof not come im- 
mediately, we'll break open the door, and drown her 
in punch. 

Met. Sguceg. T S-/ily.] I am undone !— 


Rab. Fear nothing.——Go to your bowl, Pl 
come this inſtant. 


Sot. l'll not wag without vou. 
Rams. Then Flt come down, break your bowl, and 
ſpill all your liquor. 


Sot. Bring thy whore along with thee; there's one 
Vor. — I there 
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there already, ſhe'll be glad of her company: if you 


don't come in an inſtant, I will be back again, 


Mrs. Squeez, What ſhall I do? 
Ramh. My angel! love ſhall inſtru@ thee. 
Ars. Sguerg. Let me go—ſome other time—1 will 


not run any venture here. 


Ramb. 1 will not part with you. 
rs Squeez. You {hall hear from me in half an 


 heur. You thall have your — and ['ll appoint 


you where to meet me. 
Raub. Shall | depend on you? 
Are. Squees. You may 


Ranb, Farewel, my angel! 
SCENE XI. 
RAMELE, felus. 


"Cantorad this drunken raſcal! this is not the fir ſt 
time he hath ſpoiled an intrigue ſor me. But hold, as 


{ am to have my liberty before-hand, I don't think this 


half hour's delay at all unlucky. That confideration 
may ſufliciently compenſate the ſtaying of my ſtomach. 
This adventure of mine begins to put on a tolerable 


aſpect. An intrigue with a rich Juſtice's wife, is not 


to be ſlighted by a young fellow of a deſperate fortune. 
1 do not doubt but in a very ſhort time, when I am 
taken up for the next rape, to bribe the Juſtice with 
his own money.— Lend a man your gold, he may for- 
get the debt; venture your life for him, he may for- 
get the obligation; but once engage his wife, and you 
ſecure his friendſhip. There is no friend in all extre- 
mity ſo ſure as your cackold—and the ſureſt hold you 


can take of a man, as of a bull, is by his horns. 


SCENE XIII. 
| RAMBLE, CONSTANT, SOTMORE, 
HILARET. 


$:t. Ha! what's become of thy wench ? If thou 
hadit none, thy abſence was the more inexcuſable. 


Confl. O Ramble ! this our better genius hath in- 


vented the moſt notable plot Such a net is laid 
for 


Adieu. — t fol. 


low me: I can flip ont a back way. 


Nw 


WE, 7 7 
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for the Juſtice! it will at once entangle him, and diſ- 
entangle us. Mr. Hog ſhead here ts to play his part too. 

Ramb. I am ſorry we cannot do without him; for 
ſhould there be any claret in his way, he'd difappoint 


the whole affair for one bottle. 


Sot. Not for the belt Burgundy in France. This 


lady hath won my heart by one bumper.—By all the 
pleaſures of drinking, Madam, | like you more than 


your whole ſex put together. There is no honeſty in 
man or woman, that will not drink. Honeſty is tried 


in wine, as gold is in the fire. Madam, you have 
made a conqueſt of me. [I'll drink your health as long 


as I can ſtand. and that's as long as a reaſonable wo- 
man can require. 


Hil. I am exceedingly proud of my conqueſt over 


a man of Mr. Sotmore's good ſenſe. 


C;n/t, Upon my word you may, you are the ſirſt 


woman I believe he ever was civil to. 


Set. It was becauſe they none of them had your 


merit; a parcel of tea- drinking fluts.-——If I had a 
daughter that drank tea, I would turn her out of doors, 
Ihe reaſon that men are honeſter than women is, their 


liquors are ſtronger. If the ſex were bred up to brandy 


and tobacco, if they all liked drinking as well as you 
| ſeem to do, Madam, I ſhould turn a lover. 


Ramb. Why, Conſtant, ſuch another compliment 


| would make thee jealous. 


_ Hil. Upon my word, he hath reaſon already ! | 

Sot. Madam, I like you; and if a bottle of Bur- 
gundy were on one ſide, and you on the _ I do. 
not know which I ſhould chuſe. 

Conſt. Thou would'ſt chuſe the bottle, I am ſure, 

Rami, But L long to hear this conſpiracy. 

Sot. Then it mult be below. I ſtrictly forbid any 
ſecrets to be told but at the council table. The roſe 
is ever underſtood over the drinking- room, and a glaſs 
is the ſureſt turnkey to the lips. 

22 That's contrary to the opinion of philoſo- 
phers 

Sot. Of the fober ones it may ; but all your wiſe 
philoſophers were a ſet of the moſt drunken dogs alive. 
[ never knew a ſober fellow but was an aſs — and 

. Four 
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your aſs is the ſobereſt of all animals. Your ſober 

philoſophers, and their works, have been buried lon 
ago. I remember a ſaying of that great philoſopher 

| and poet, Horace, who wrote in Falernian inſtead of ink: 


No verſes laſt—can Jong eſcape the night, 
Which the dull ſcribling water-drinkers write. 


[Exeunt.. 


——_— 


ACT WW. SCENE I 
Se N E, SQUEEZUM's., 
 SQUEEZUM, QUILL. 


SQUEEZUM, 


— 


70 U deliverad my letter? 
Quill. Yes, an' t pleaſe your worſhip, I left it 
at the coffee-houſe, where ſhe directed me. 
_ Squcez. Very well, —Quill !. 
Dull. Sw. | 
Squees. I think I may truſt theo with any a. 
and what I am now going to tell, will ſhew thee what 
a confidence I put in thee, —In ſhort, Quill, i * 
wy wife 
2Puill. Of what, Sir? | 
S7ueez. I am afraid that I am not the only perſon 
fore with her, and that I am free of the corporation 
of aged olds, | 
2::1!. Then your worſhip f is free of all the corpo- 
rations in England. 
Szveez. Now thou wt that there are very 
wholeſome laws againſt cuckoldom: the advantage of 
a man's horns is, that he may ſhove his wiſe out of 1 
den s with them. 
Zuill. And that is no inconſiderable „ 
Squees. But there muſt be a diſcovery firſt. It is | 
not enough that a man knows himſelf to be a cuckold; 
the world muſt know it too. He that will keep his 
| horns in his pocket, muſt keep his wife in his boſom. 
Therefore, Quill, as it is in your power to obſerve wy 
wife, 
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wife, I affure you a very handſome reward on her con- 
viction : for I begin to find, that if I do not diſcover 
her, ihe will ſhortly diſcover me, or ruin me by bri- 
bing her to hold her tongue. It is not a little gold 
will make a gag for a woman. 5 
Quill. Sir, I ſhall be as diligent as poſſible. 
Sgueez. — I as liberal on your ſucceſs. 

[ Exit Squeezum, 


SCENE II. 
QUILE, /o/z.. | 


Indeed, Juſtice, that bait will not do. I know you 
too well to truſt to your liberality. Your wite will re- 
ward ſervices better than you. Belides, I have too 
much honour to take fees on both ſides. —And ſince 

I am her pimp in ordinary, I'll go like an honeſt and 

dutiful ſervant, and diſcover $i is confpiracy : for 
thould ſhe once be turn'd out of the family, I mould 
make but a flender market of this cloſe - finger d Juſtice, 
whoſe * would * re to live but 


SCE NE III. 
The ConsranLr's Houſe. 
RAMBLE, CONSTANT. 


Ramb, This little miſtreſs of yours is the moſt dex- 
trous politician, if that drunken puppy doth not diſ- 
appoint us. 

Conſt. Never fear him: he hath cunning enough ; 
and there hath been ſo long a war in his head between 


wine and his ſenſes, that they ſeem now to have come 


to an agreement that he is never to be-quite in them, 
nor ever quite out of them: his life is one continued 
ſcene of being half drunk. 

Ramb, Well, as we can be of no > farther uſe in the 
affair, but mult ſtay here and expect the iſſue ; pr'y- 
thee, tell me what hath become of you theſe three long 
years, ſince you quitted the ſervice of the Eaſt-India 
company, and came over to England with Sotmore? 

| E 3 Conſt. 
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Confl Why, at my firſt return to England, the 


proſpect of war was in every one's eye; and not only 


the reports of the people, but the augmentation cf 


the troops aſſured us of its approach: upon which, I 
reſolved to embarque my {mail remains of fortune in 
the ſervice of my country, and obtained the fame com- 
miſſion on that occaſion which I had enjoyed in the 
Indies. My hiſtory is not very full of adventures: I 
continued therein till the reduction, when | ſhared the 
fate of feveral unhappy brave fellows, and I was ſent 
a begging with a red coat on my back. 

Ram. It is the faculty of the cloth to be ragged. 
—Red is as apt to be ragged, as white to be ſpoil'd. 
It is commonly the fate of our brave ſoldiers to brin 
home ragged cloaths, as well as colours, and both are 
rewarded by Weltminſter-hall—— the one is hung up 
in it, and the other is locked up ſafe by an order from 


it; ſor, Heav'n be prais'd ! the gaols are always open 
hoſpitals for us. 


Conſt. The only happineſs which hath attended me 
ſince my return, is my having contracted an intimacy 


with that young lady whom you ſaw here; which hath 


| proceeded io far, that laſt night we had appointed to 


meet in order to our marriage; but as I was juſt ar- 


rived at the place, a woman well- dreſs'd was attacked 
in the freet by a ruffian. I immediately flying to her 
aſſiſtance, the fellow quitted her, and left me alone in 


the poſſeſſion of the watch, who early this mornin 
carried me before Juſtice 3 and by him | was 
committed hither. 

Ramb, What, did ſhe appear againſt you? 
Conſt No; they ſaid the was ill of ſome Eruiſes ſhe 
had rece'ved, bon defired I might be tept in cuſtody 
till the afternoon, at which time ſhe would appear 
| againſt me. Eut by what tiilaret hath told us, and 
by ſome methods which hath been uſed to exiort mo- 


ney from ne, I am inclined to fancy it all a contrived 


piece of villany oi the Juſtice, aud not of the woman's, 
as |} firſt imagined. 


Ramb. Be aſſured of it;—if there be roguery, the 
Jviltice hath the chict part in it But, confort your- 
ſelf with the expectation of revenge; for I think he 

cannot 


ce 
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cannot poſſibly eſcape the net we have ſpread, unleſs 
the devil have more gratitude than he is reported to 
have, and will aſſiſt his very good friend at a criſis. 
Conf?. But what do you intend in England, where 
you have no friends ? | 
Ramb. I know not yet whether I have or no. I 
left an old father here, and a rich one. He thought 
fit to turn me out of doors for ſome frolicks, which it 
is probable, if he yet lives, he may have forgiven me 
by this. But what's become of him I know not; for 
I have not heard one word of him theſe ten years. 
Conft, I think you have been vaſtly careleſs in ne- 


4 glecting him ſo long. 


Rams. Tis as I have acted in all affairs of life; 


my thoughts have ever ſucceeded my actions; the 
conſequence hath cauſed me to refle& when it was 


too Tate. I never reaſoned on what 1 ſhould do, but 


what I had done; as if my reaſon had her eyes be- 
| hind, and could only fee backwards. | 


SCENE IV. 
RAMBLE, CONSTANT, STAFF. 
Staff. Here is a letter for your honour. 
Raub. [ Reads it.] Ay, this is a letter, indeed ! ' 
Conſt. What is it? 


Ramb. My freedom, under a — from the 
queen of theſe regions. 


Conſt. Explain. 
Ramb. Then, Sir, in plain Engliſh, whkhout either 


trope or figure, it is a letter trom the juſtice's wife, 
with an order to the conſtable for my liberty. 


[ Reads, 
"G6 S232 n, 


« | was no ſooner recovered of the fright which 
that unmannerly friend of yeurs occaſioned, than 


„ have performed my promiſe You will find me 


« at home: the conſtable hath orders by the bearer 


© to acquit you.” 


Here's good nature for you! NH rhe letter.] T gu 
dear wife of a damn'd rogue of ajuitice, 1 fiy to thy 11715, 


Gonſt, 
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Conſt. Heark'e! ſuppoſe you bronght her to be a 
witneſs to our deſign—and—here, take this letter of 
aſſignation from the juſtice to Hilaret; it will give 
your difcovery credit, . 

Ramb. An amiable thougut! I fly to execute it. 
Dear Conſtant, good-morrow. I hope when next we 
meet, we ſhall meet . 


In happier climes, and on a ſafer ſhore, 
Where no vile jultice ſhall invade us more. 


Conſt. Succeſs attend you. . 
SCENE v. A Tavern. 
SQUEESUM, DRAWER. 


Squeez, No woman been to enquire for Mr. Jones? 
Draw. Sir, I know of none; but I'll aſk at the bar 
if you pteaſe. 5 
Squeez. Do- and leave word if any ſuch comes, 
to ſhew her up hither, I have no reaſon to doubt 
her company, but l am impatient for it. ] proteſt this 
' woman hath revived the vigour of youth in me; ſure, 
J muſt have over reckoned my years !-—-I cannot be 
above forty-nine at the moſt. I with this dear girl 
was come.-----[ am afraid I did wrong in giving her 
| thoſe five ſhillings, in a purſe worth above two ſhi!- 
lings more, which who knows but ſhe may be ſpend- 
ing on ſome bully, who will perhaps ſend another 
preſent to me in return. 1 5 


SCENE VI. 


SQUEEZUM, HILARET. 
Squeez. Oh ! are you come-----you little, pretty, 
dear, ſweet rogue !-----I have been waiting for you 
theſe----theſe four hours at leaſt. 


Hil, Young lovers are commonly earlier than their | 


appointment, ET 
Squeez. Give me a kiſs for that.---Thou fhall find 
me a young lover, a vigorous young lover too.--flit 
me a flap in the face, do. Bow- wow ! Bow-wow! 
Tl eat up your cloaths,----Come, what will you 
| drink ? 


: 


The Jus ric caught in his own Ta ATT. 57 
drink? White or red? Women love white beſt. 
 —Boy, bring half a pint of mountain Come, ſit 
down; do, fit down. — Come now let us hear the 
ſtory how you were firſt debauched.---Come---that I. 
may put it down in my hittory at home. I have the 
hiſtory of all the women's ruin that ever I lay with, 
and [call it, Thx HisToryY oF MY wN TIMES. 

Hil. I'll warrant it is as big as a charch-bivle. 

Squeez It is really of a good reputable ſize: I have 
done execution in my time. 

F{il. Anil may do execution ſtill. 

— Boy. [Without.] Half a pint of mountain in the 
ion, ſcore. 

Squees. Well--But now let me have the hiſtory--- 
Where did your amour begin--at church, I warrant 
you More amours begin at church than end there. 
Or perhaps you went to ſee the man of war---- 
Going to ſee fights hath ruined many a woman. No 
wonder children are lovers of them, fince ſo many 
- owe their being to them. 

Hil. [ Afide.} I thank you for that remembrance, C.. 
had forgot my lover. Ay, Sir, it was there in- 
_ deed I faw him firlt ; that was the fatal ſcene of our 
Interview. 

Squeez, Well, and was the amour managed by 
letter, or by word of mouth ? 

Hit. By letter, Sir. I believe he writ two quires of 
paper to me before I would fend him an anſwer: I re- 
turned him ſeveral unopened, and then ſeveral others 
opened - a Put at laſt — he obtained an anſwer. 

Sq:cez. Well, and after your anſwer, what follow- 
ed then : ? 

Ii. Oh he thought himſelf ſure of me, as ſoon 
As 1 had anſwered his letter, 

Sqgueez, Ay, I have always obſerved in my amours, 
that when | received an anſwer, | never failed of the 
woman; a woman follows her letter infallibly. Well, 
and what did he ſay in his ſecond letter? 

Hill. Oh! he ſwore a thouſand fond things: that 
his love ſhould laſt as long as his life : that his whole 


happineſs depended on me and a vaſt deal of that 
Aature. 


Sgucer, 
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Squeez. Ay, ay, juſt as I have done myſelt. 1 
find whoring is as methodical as the law. 

Hil. And 1 fancy as tedious with you, old gentle- 
man. [A/fide. 

Squeez Well, and how many letters did you write 
to him, ey before 

Hill. Not many He did not want much encourage 
ment. 

Squees. Then paſſing over the reſt of the FR, let 
us come to the laſt fatal meeting. 
_ Hil. It was of a Sunday mornin 

Squeez. Right, my old method : — other peo- 
ple are gone to church. 

Hil. In an exceeding hot day. 

Squeez. May or June ? -— — and cherries 
are commonly gathered in the ſame month. 

Hil | was fatigued with walking in the garden, 
and retired toan arbour to repoſe myſelf : gueſs what 
was my ſurprize, when I found the dear perfidious 
had convey'd himſelf thither before me. | 
— Squeez, A fly dog My old way again. An am- 

bduſh is as uſeful in love as war. 

Hil. At my firſt entrance, he pretended a ſurprize 
at ſeeing me unexpectedly : but on my queſtioning him 

how and with what deſign he had conveyed himſelf = 
there, he immediately threw off the cloak, and con- 
feſſed all: he flew to me, caught me in his arms with 
the moſt eager raptures, and ſwore the moſt violent 
love and eternal conſtancy. I in the greateſt agony 
of rage repelled him with my utmoſt force; he re- 
doubled his attacks, I flackened my reſiflance; he 

intreated, [ raved ; he ſigh'd, I cry d; he prefled, 1 

 ſwooned ; he 

Sqveet. Oh !---I can bear no longer, my angel! =y | 
paradiſe ! my honey-fuckle ! my dove! my darling ! 

Hil. What do you mean, Sir ? 

Sqreez. I mean to eat you up, to ſwallow you 
down, to ſqueeze you ro pieces. 


Hi. Help there ! A rape, a rape. 


"= NT A, 


SCENE 


= NES A, 
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SCENE VIL 
SQUEESUM, HILARET, SOTMORE. 
Sotm Hey-day ! what in the devil's name is here? 


- Juſtice Squeezum raviſhing a woman! 


Hil. Oh! for Heaven's ſake, Sir, aſſiſt a poor for- 
lorn hapleſs maid, whom this wicked man hath trea- 


cherouſly ſeduced. 


S9neez. Oh lud! — Oh lud! 


Sotm. Fie upon you, Mr. Squeezum ! you who are 
a magiſtrate, you who are the preſerver and executor 


of our laws, thus to be the breaker of thems * ' 


Squeez, Can'ſt thou accuſe me? 
Hil. You know too well how barbarouſly you have 


uſed me. For pity's ſake, Sir, ſecure him; do not let 
him eſcape, till we ſend for a conſtable If there be 


any law for a juſtice, I am reſolved to hang him. 
Squeez. Oh lud! what ſhame have I brought my 
ſelf to! that ever I ſhould live to ſee this day. 
Sst w. If thou hadſt Rood tothy bottle like an honeſt 


fellow, this had never happened ; but you mult goa 


whoring with a pox to you, at your years too; with 
theſe ſpindle ſhanks, that weezle face, that crane's 


neck of a body. Who would have imagined that ſuc? 
an old wither'd may- pole as thou art ſhould attempt to 


fall on a woman? Why, thou wilt be the diverſion of 
the whole town ---Grub-ftreet will dine a month on 
your account. Thou wilt be uſhered to Tyburn with 
more pomp than Alexander was uſhered into Baby- 
lon. Juſtice never triumphs ſo univerſally as at the 
execution of one of her own officers. 

Squeez. Sir, if there be truth on earth, I am as 
innocent 

Sotm. All the innocence on earth will not fave you, 
A man doth not always draw the rope by the 
weight of his ſins. Your innocence will not acquit you 
in a court of juſtice, againſt her aath; and when you 
come to the gallows, it will be vain to plead your in- 
nocence. All's fiſh that comes to the net there. The 


gallows ſo ſeldom gets its due, that it never parts 
with what it gets. | 


Hil. 


——— — * 
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| gentlemen this morning. 
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Hil. Can you pretend to innocence? Was not this 


gentleman an cye-witneſs to your rudeneſs, to the 


injuries you offered me? 
Sotm. Ay, ay, I can ſwear to the rape with as ſafe 


a conſcience as I can drink a glaſs of wine. 


Squeez. I ſee I am betray'd; I am caught in my 
own trap. There is but one way to eſcape, which is 
the way [ have opened to others. L- ide. ] I fee, Ma- 
dam, your deſign is to extort money from me. I am 
too well acquainted with the laws to contend: I hope 
you will be reaſonable; for | am poor, very poor, 1 
aſſure yon: it is not for men of my honeſty to be rich. 
1111. Sir, if you would give me millious, it ſhould 
not ſatisfy my revenge; you ſhall be banged for an 
example to others. 

Sgaceg. Here's a cruel wretch ! who prefers my 
blood to my gold, which is almoſt my blood. 

Sate. Hey day! what vehicle is this? a vinegar- 
bottle — Half a pint, by Jupiter! Why, thou ſneak- 
ing raſcal, can't thou pretend to honeity, when this 
dram- glas hath been found upon thee ? Were I thy 
Judge, or thy jury, this very ſneaking vehicle ſhould 

ang thee, without any other evidence, But come, 


ſince you are to be hanged, I'Il drink one bumper 


to your good journey to the other world. —You will 
find abundance of your acquaintance, whom you have 
ſent before you. —And now, I'll go call the drawer 
to fetch a conſtable. 

Sgucez. Hold, hold, Sir; for mercy ſake do not 
expoſe me ſo.— Will nothing content you, Madam? 

Hil. Nothing but the rigour of the law. Sir, I 
beſeech you loſe no time, but ſend for the conſtable 
immediately. 

Squees, I. 1 do any thin g; PI conſent to any 
terms. . 

Hil. The conſtable ! the conſtable ! ! | 

Squeez. Stay, dear Sir! ['ll give you a hundred 
guineas; I' do any thing. 

Hil. Remember your vile commitment of two 
But I will revenge the 


injuries of my friends, —Sir, I beleech you ſend for 
the othcers, 


Sgucez. 
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Squeez. One is already diſmiſſed from his confine- 
ment, the other ſhall be diſmiſſed immediately. 

Hil. It is too late. 

Sotin. Hearkee, Sir, will you leave off whoring, 
and take to drinking for the future? 

Squeez. I'll leave them off both. 

Sotm. Then you ſhall be hang'd: but if you will 
commence honeſt fellow, and get drunk every day of 
your life, PII intercede with this lady, that on your 
acquitting the gentlemen, you ſhall be acquitted 

yourſelf, 

Squecez. T'll do any thing, Tl quit any thing. 

Sat. Madam, let me perſuade you to be merciful 
this time to this unfortunate and undutiful ſervant of 
juſtice. 

Hil. Sir, I can deny you nothing. 

Squeez. Get me a pen and ink; I'll ſend an or- 
der to bring him hither, and diſcharge him inſtantly. 

Stm. Drawer, bring pen, iak, and paper, and a 
bottle of old Port. 

Squeez. [to Hil.] And could you have had the 
conſcience to have ſworn againit a poor old man? 

Seti. Faith! twas a little cruel. Could you have 
had the heart to fee him ſwinging like a gibbeted 

ſkeleton? Could you have ſerved up ſuch a dry diſt 
to juſtice— 1 he body of one of ber own children 
too Pn han here's the paper. — Come, Sir, write his 
diſcharge and your own, 
[Squeezum writes, Sotmore and Hilaret advance. 

Sztm. You have managed this matter ſo well, thar 
I ſhall have an opinion oi your fex's underſtanding 
ever after. 

Fil. Let a women alone for a plot, Mr. Savage; 

Sotm. Ay, Mad m a woman that will drink a 
bumper. Wine is the fountain * thought; and 

The more we drink, 

The more we think. 
It is a queſtion with me, whether wine hath done 
more good, or phyſick harm in the world; I wou'd 


have every apothecary's ſnop in the town turn d into 
a tavern. | 


Vor. II. F Hil. 
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Hil. I am afraid, the more you have of the one, 
the more you will require of the other. 

Som. It is their drugs that debauch our wine : 
wine in itſelf is as innocent as water, and phyſick 
poiſons both. It is not the juice of the grape, but of 
the drug, that is pernicious. Let ine adviſe yon, Ma- 
dam, leave of your damn'd adulterated water, your 
tea, and take to wine, It will paint your face better 
than vermilion, and put more honeily in your heart 
than all the ſermons you can read. Dl introduce you 
to ſome clubs of my acquaintance, a let of hone!! 
fellows that live in the clouds of tob: acco, and KNOW 
no home but : tavern, 

Szueeg. This letter, Sir, wil produ de the Zentle- 
_ immediately. 

©, Here, drawer — let this letter be ſent whi- 
tber it is directed. Come, honeit juſtice, our acquam- 
tance hath an odd beginning, but we may be very 
£094 companions tor, Let ns fit down, and expect | 
our friend inthe manner it becumeth us. Reine ember 
what you have barg: ined to do every day of your 

ite, and the. bpligation ſhall be dated from this hour. 
Come, fit thee down, honeſt publican, old juſtice 
merchant. LTyey t] Here's a health to the propa- 
gution of trade, thy trade | mean, to the increaſe of 
Iv hores, and f:ife dice. Thou art a collector of the 
cuſtoms of fin, and he that would n with impunity, 
muſt have thy permet, Come, pledge me, old boy; 
if thou leaveſt one drop in the glaſs, tou ſhalt T0 
to gaol yet, be this bottle, 

S$quees. I proteſt, Sir, your hand is too bountiful ; 

you will overcome mie with wine. 

Set. Well, and 1 love to 22 a Man! iſtrate Crunk; 
it f is 2 comely fight, When juſtice is dr runk, ſhe can- 
not take a bribe. 

. Do you not remember how the Athenians 
puniſhed drunkenneſs in a m. agilirate. | 

St. And do not I know that we have no ſuch 
Athenian law among!t us? We puniſh drunkenneſs, as 
well as other fins, only in the lower fert. Drink, like 
the game, was, intended for gentlemen and no 

| one 
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ene ſnould get drunk, Who cannct go home in @ 
couch Come, Madam, it is vour Zlals now. 

Hel. Dear Sir! beg you would not compel me 
to it. 

Sotme By this bottle, but I will; I'll ravith tles 
to it beſore thejullice's face. Come, it will be better 
{or you than ten; you will not be obliged to fculcs 
away and take a dram after this, Come, drink the 
juſtice's health, as a token of amity; the judice is a 
good honeſt drunken fellow. But let me give von 
ſome wholeſome advice. [To 7he puſtices] Leave of! 
torpicatings leave the cr Is to the boys, and and to 
thy bottle; it is a virtue beco: ming Our Fears; And 
don't be too hard ona wild honef y oung rake. Thor 
hait committed a couple of the prettie!t boys to-Uny ; 
don't do io any more, _— e as ſevere as you plen!: 
to whores and gameſters, that offer to act withorn ©; 
your licenle : but if ever you grant a warrant for O 
friend of mine again, you fall not only drink the 
wine, but cat the bottle too. Come, here's your 
health, in hopes of your amendment; thou ſuult 
pledge thy own health in a — 9 
bring up a gallon of wine. 

Sgucez. Not a drop more. 

Sotm. A drop! coniound the Name, Come, empty 
your glaſs; the lady is a- dry. 

Squeesz. This is worſe than a priſon. 

Seti. You will get out of this with paying leſs 
fees. Drink, I ſay. 

Squeez. Well — ſince I muſt. 

Setm. Come, we'll have a ſong in praiſe of drink- 
ing. —P'l ing the ſtanzas, aud you ſhall bear the 
chorus. 


SO us 
| . 
Let a ſet of ſober aſſes 
Rail againſt the joys of drinking, 
While water, tea, 
And milk agree, 


To ſet cold brains a thinking. 
i 12 Power 
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Power and wealth, 
Beauty, health, 
Wit and mirth in wine are crown'd ; 
Joys abound, 
Pleaſure's found, - 
Only where the glaſs goes round. 
II. 
The ancient ſects on happineſs 
All differ'd in opinion, 
But wiſer rules 
Of modern ſchools, 
In wine fix her dominion. 


Power and wealth, &c, 
| III. 1 
Wine gives the lover vigour, 
It makes glow the cheeks of beauty, 

Makes poets write, 

And ſoldiers fight, 
And friendſhip do its duty. = „ 
: Power and wealth, &c. 
IV. 53 
Wine was the only Helicon, 
Whence poets are long-liv'd ſo; 

"Twas no other main, 

Than briſk Champaigne, 
Whence Venus was deriv'd too. 
| | | Power and wealth, &c. 

| V. Ds 
When Heav'n in Pandora's box 
All kind of ill had ſent us, 
In a merry mood, 
A bottle of good 
Was cork'd up to content us. a | | 
Power and wealth, &c, 
| VI. ; | 
All virtaes wine is nurſe to, 
Ot ev'ry vice deitroyer ; 
Gives dullards wit, 
Makes juſt the cit, 
Truth forces from the lawyer. 
e Power and wealth, &c. 
VII. Wine 
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| LS | VII. 
Wine ſets our joys a-flowing, 
Our care and ſorrow drowuing. 
Who rails at the bowl, 
Is a Turk in ſoul, 
And a Chriſtian ne'er thould own him. 
Power and wealth, &c, 


SCENE VII. 


SQUCEEZUM, HILARET, SOTMORE, CON- 
„„ SLANT, SLAFF. | 

Ca. My Hilaret ! my dear! 

Hil. My Conitant ! 

Set. Give you joy, dear Conſtant, of your liberty. 
Cent. Thank you, dear Sotmore, to yon 1 am 
partly obhged ſor it: Ramble and I will make yor! 
amends; we'll give you ſix nights for this. 

 Sot, Where is he: 

Conſt. Very ſafe; be not concerned about him. 

Fit. Well, Sir, ſünce cur affair is ended, there is 
the purſe you pretented me this morning. As | have 
not periormed your expectations one way, Ii give 
vou what I believe you did not expect—your moncy 
again. It is unopen'd, I aſſure you. 

Squeeze. Thou art welcome however. 

Set. Come, gentleman, be pleated to take every 
man his chair and his glaſs; we will dedicate ons 
hour or two to drinking, I am reſolv'd. 

Squeez, Firſt we will ſacrifice to juſtice, Mr. 
Conttable, do your duty. 

S$taj7. Come in there. 


SCENE IL. | 
SQUEESUM, HILARET, SOTMORE, 
; CONSTANT, STAFF A/fants. 
The Aſiflants ſeize Conſtant, Hilaret, and Sotmore. 
Squeez Seize thoſe people in the king's name—— 
IL accule that woman and that man of conſpiring to 


I 


ſwear a rape agaialt me. 
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S:2ff. It is vain to contend, gentlemen. 

Hil. O the villam? _ | 

Squezz. [to Sot.] The next letter you extort, Sir, 
be fure to examin2 the contents. | 

Set. Thou raical ! will not even wine make thee 
honeſt. 
 Squeez. Obſerve, gentlemen, how abuſive he is; 
but [il make an example of you all: Pl proſecute 
you to the utmolt ſeverity of the law. Mr. Con- 
ſtable, convey the priſoners to your houſe, whence 
vou thall have orders to bring them before a juſtice. 

Sot. And art thou really in earneſt ? 

| Squeez. You ſhall find 1 am, Sir, to your coſt. 

Set. Then I have found one man with es - I 

would not drink a glaſs of wine. 
Staß. Come, gentlemen, you know the way to 
my houſe.—— I am particularly glad to fee your ho- 
nour [fo Sotmore] and will accommodate you in the 
beſt manner 1 can, 

Conf?. I am too well acquainted with misfortune 
to repine at any; but how thall I bear yours, my 
Hilaret? 

Hil. The leſs you ſeem to bear, the more you will 
lighten mine. 

Sor. I mult give the juſtice one wiſh. May Heaven 
rain ſmall-beer upon thee, and may it corrupt thy 

body, till it is as putrified as thy mind. 
Hill. One bleſſing only may rieav'n leave thy life, 
May it take all things from thee but thy wife. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 
SCENE Poririek's Houſe, 
POLITICK, las. 


URE, never child inherited leſs of a father's diſ- 

\ poſition than mine ; her mother certainly played 
me foul in the begetting her: I, who have been my 
whole life noted tor ſobriety, could never have given 
being to ſo wild a creature. | begin to recollect hav- 
ing een a tall half-pay officer at my houſe formerly: 

nor 
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nor do I think the girl unlike him. I am ſure ſhe 
hath been ever wild enough, to have had any officer 
in the kingdom for her father. Nature hath been 
kind to the male of all creatures but man : the bull, 
the horſe, the dog, are not encumbered even with 
their own offspring : that care falls only to the fe- 
males; but man, when once a gabling prieſt hath 
chattered a few miſchievous words over him, is bound 
to have and to hold from that day forward all the 
brats his wife is pleaſed to beſtow on him. Yet I mutt 
own the girl hath been ever dutiful to me, till the be- 
came acquainted with this curſed fellow in a red coat, 
Why ſhould red have ſuch charms in the eyes of a 
woman? The Roman ſenate kept their armies abroad, 
to prevent their ſharing in thei lands at home; we 
ſhould do the ſame, to prevent their tharing in our 
wives. A tall luſty fellow ſhall make more work for 
a midwife in one winter at home, than he can for à 
ſurgeon in ten ſummers abroad. 


SCENE IL 
' POLITICK, FAITHFUL. 


Pel. Well, any news of my daughter yet? 

Faith. No, Sir; but there is ſome news from the 
ſecretaries office, a mail is arrived from Holland, and 
you will have the contents of it in one of the even- 

ing papers. | . | 
Pol. Very well! I muſt be patient. I think we 
have three mails together now: I am not ſatisfied at 
all with the affairs in the North: the northern winds 
have not blown us any good lately; the clouds are 
a little darker in the Eaſt too than I could with them. 


SCENE III. 
POLITICK, DABBLE. 


Pol. Mr. Dabble, good morrow. 

Dab. Are the mails come in? 

Pol. Juſt arrived. | | | 

Dab. I have not flept one wink for reflecting on 
what you told me laſt night; perhaps this m_ 


68 RAPE UPON RAP E; or, 
mail may give {ome inſight into thoſe aſfairs. But 
what ſays the Lying Polt? 

Pol. | have had no time to read it yet, I with you 
would. I have only read, The London Journal, the 
Country Journal, the W eckly Journal, Applebee's 
Journal, the Britiſh Journal, the Britiſh Gazetteer, 
| the Morning Poſt, the Coffee-houſe Morning Poſt, 
the Daily Poſt, the Daily Polt-Boy, the Daily Jour- | 
nal, the Daily Courant, theGazette, the Evening Poit, 
the Whitehall Evening Polt, the London Evening 
Poſt, and the St. James's Evening Poſt. So, if you 
pleaſe, begin the Lying Polt. | 

Dab. ſ[ reads.) * Motcow, January the zth. We 
learn from Conſtantinople, that affairs continue ſtill 
in the ſame doubt ui way ; it is not yet known what 
courie our court will tabe. The emprels having 
been ſlightiy indiſpoſed, the other day, took the air 
in her own coach, and returned fo well recovered, 

that ſhe eat a very hearty ſupper,” 

Pl. Hum — there is no mention of the ſupper in 
any other papers. 

Dad. Berlin, January the 2cth. We hear daily 
murmurs here concerning certain meaſures taken 
by a certain northern potentate; but cannot cer- 
tainly learn either who that potentate is, or what 
are the meaſures which he hath taken—mean time 
we are well aſſured, that time will bring them all 
to light.“ 

Pl. Pray read that laſt over again. 

Dab. Mean time, we are well aſſured that time 
will bring them all to light.“ 

Pol. Hum! hum | 

Dab. Marſeilles, January the 18th. The affairs 
in regard to Italy, continue ſtill i in the ſame uncer- 
© tain condition.” | 
Pal. Hum. 

1 The talk of a large embarkation ſtill runs 
igh.“ 
Pol. Hum. 
Dab. The Spaniards continue ſtill * near 
Barcelona | 
Pol. Hum! [ Shaker his head. 
Dab. 
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Dab. And every thing ſeems tending to a rupture 

mean time we expect the return of a courier from 
Vienna, who, 'tis generally expected will bring the 
news of a general pacification. 
Pol. All is well again! 


Dab. I like this, and ſome other papers, who dit- 


appoint you with good news. Where the beginning 


of a paragraph threatens you with war, and the later 
part of it enſures you a peace. 


Pol. Pleaſe read on 


Dab. However, notwithſtanding theſe aſſurances, 
tis doubted by moſt people, whether the faid courier 
will not rather bring a confirmation of the war; but 
this is all gueſs-work, and till ſuch time as we ſce an 
actual hoſtility committed, we mult leave our readers 
in the ſame uncertain ſtate we found them.” 

Pol. Hum! there is no certainty to be come at, I 


find ; it may be either peace or war. 


Dab. Tho' were I to lay a wager, I ſhould chuſe 


war; for, if you obſerve, we are twice aſſured of that, 
whereas, we have only one affirmation on the ſide of 
peace—but ſtay, perhaps the next paragraph, which 
is dated from Fontainbleau, may decide the queſtion. 


oy 
6 
ce 


Fontainbleau, January 23. Teſterday his majeſty 
went a hunting, to-day he hears an opera, and to- 
morrow he hears mats.” 

Pol. I don't like that; hearing maſs is ſeldom the 


forerunner of good news. 


Dab. It is obſervable that Cardinal Fleury — 
Pl. Ay, now for it. 
Dab. It is obſervable that Cardinal Fleury SY 
for ſeveral days laſt paſt, been in cloſe conference w ith 
the miniſter of a certain ſtate, which cauſes various 
ſpeculations ; but as we do not know what was the 
matter in debate, we cannot ſay what may be the 
conſequence thereof. Mean time, we cannot help 
obſerving, that it hath occaſioned ſome people to put 
on very terene looks, who had worn cloudy ones for 
ſome time before; ſome imagine, on comparing this 
with the news from Marſeilles, that a war will be 
unavoidable— others, who are more peaceably in- 
elined, are as ſtrenuous advocates on the other ye. 
„— We 
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We muſt refer the whole to the determination 
of time, that great judge in wordly affairs, who ne- 
ver fails with his two- edged ſchithe to mowe down 
the weeds which ſhadow over the ſecret counſels of 
ltate, and lay them open to the naked eye of the 
diſcerning politician.” 

Pl. Shall I beg to hear that over again ? 


SCENE IV. 
POLITICK, DABBLE, FAITHFUL. 


Dab. [reads.] We mult refer the whole to the 
© determination.” &c. [ Dab. continues reading. 

Faith, Oh, Sir! Cloris hath brought the ſtrangeſt 
news of my young miſtreſs. 

Pol. Don't interrupt us—— blockhead, 

Faith, If you loſe a moment, ihe may be loſt for 
ever. 

Pol. Sirrah ! peace. 

Faith. Sir, my young miſtreſs, Miſs Hilaret, will 
be undone, ruined, hanged, if you do not aſſiſt her; 
| ſhe's taken up for a rape. ——Oh ! my poor young 
lady! the ſweeteſt beſt-temper'd lady ſure that ever 


o 
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was born. Oh! that ever J ſhould ſee the day! And 


can you ſit here, Sir, reading a parcel of damn'd, 
confounded lying nonſenſe, and not go to you daugh- 
ter's aſſiſtance? 

Pol. Sure the fellow is poſſeſſed. 

Faith. Sir, your daughter is poſſefſed—polſeſſed by 
conſtables - the's taken up for a rape. 

Pol. My daughter taken up for a rape! 

Faith. Yes, Sir; for raviſhing a juſtice of peace. 


Pol. Sure . accident has touched the fellow's 


brain. 


Faith. Ay, Sir, and it would touch yours too, if 


you had a gram of humanity in you — Oh! that [ 
ihould live to fee my poor young lady in ſuch a mis- 
fortune. 


Pal. A woman taken up for a rape——it is im- 
poſſible. 


Faith. They may ſwear it tho' ſor all that——I 


know her to be as modelt a good young lady as any in 


the 


Pg. n . 
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the kingdom; but what will not a ſet of rogues ſwear. 


Sir, I liv'd with Squeezum before I liv'd with you; 
and know him to be as great a villain as any in the 
kingdom. Do, good vir, come with me to juſtice 
Worthy" s, it you do not find your daughter there, 
turn me away for a vagabond. 

Daz I do remember, neighbour Politick, to have 
ſeen in tome news- paper al — not very — 
from this. 

Pol. Nay, if you have ſeen it in a news- paper, it 


may probably have ſome truth in it; ſo, neighbour 
Dabble, vou will excuſe me; I will meet you within 


an hour at the coffee-houſe, and there we will confer 
further, 


SCENE v. Wonrrur': Houſe. 
WORTHY, ISABELLA. | 
Nr. Sure modeſty is quite banithed from the age 


we live in. There was a time when virtue carried 
ſomething of a divine awe with it, which no one durſt 


attack; but now the infolcnce of our youth is ſuch, 


no wenn dare walk the [treecs, but thote who do it 
for bread. | 
fa. And yet our Jaws, brother Worthy, are as 
rigorous as thoſe of other countries, and as well exe- 
cured. | | 
r. That I wiſh they were; but goiden finds too 
1 clog the wheels of juſtice and obſtruct ker courſe: 
the very riches which were the greateſt evidence of his 
villany, have too often dec! ared the guilty innocent: 
and gold hath been found to cut a halter ſurer than 
the ſharpeſt ſteel. | 
1/a. Well, I am reſolved to take care how I venture 
a ſtep again after it is dark: I find the fun is the only 
guard to us women; {or however chatte the moon may 
be in hertelf, the t: kes but ery little care of ours. 
Mar. But could the villain be very rude ? | 
Iſa. As rude as ſo ſhort a time would permit. 1 
would have given all I was worth in the world to have 
been here; but ſince I eſcaped, let us forget it. 
or. For; get! by 8 it ſhocks me; that we, 
who boalt as wholeſome laws as any kingdom upon 
| earth, 
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earth, ſhould by the roguery of ſome of their executors 
loſe all their benefit. I long to ſee the time when here, 
as in Holland, the traveller may walk unmoleſted, and 
carry his riches openly with him. 


SCENE VI. 
WORTHY, ISABELLA, SQUEEZUM. 

Squeez, Mr. Worthy, your humble ſervant. I come 
to wait on you on the ſtrangeſt piece of buſineſs. We 
are brought to a fine paſs indeed, when magiſtrates 
ſhall not be ſafe; we are like to protect others, when 
we cannot protect ourſelves. 

Mor. What is the occaſion of all this paſſion, Mr. 
Squeezum? 

Squeest. Occaſion ! I have run power to tell you. 
I have diſcovered one of the moſt damnable coniÞiri- 
cies, that hath been invented ſince the gun- powder: 
treaſon plot. 

I;r. Nothing again the government, I hope. 

Squezz, Marry, but it is; for that which is again! 
the officers ot the government, is againſt the govern- 
ment. In hart, Sir, it is a conſpiracy azainl me, 
aguinſt myſelf. What do you think, brother Worthy, 
but that, moved and ſeduced by the inſtigation of the 
devil, a vile woman hath conſpired to {wear a rape 
againſt me? 

or. A rape againſt yon! fooliſh jade! Why, your 
very face would acquit you - yon have innocence in 
vour looks, brother Squeezum.“ | 

Squeez. IJ hope my character will acquit me againſt 
ſuch an accuſation. 

r. I think it ought; a man whoſe character 
would not, is very unfit for that honourable com- 
miſſion you bear. 

S7rees. True! theſe furs reflect on us all. The 
| acenüng a member, is accuſing the body. We ſhould 
conſider it may be our own caſe. We ſhould tend 
by one another, as the lawyers do. I hope, brother, 
vou will ſnew me extraordinary juſtice; and 1 aſſure 
You, fhould any affair of yours come before me, my 
partiality all lean on your fide, 

I Wor, 
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Mor. Partiality, Sir! I hope no cauſe of mine ever 
will require it. I aſſure you, I thall do the ſtricteſt 
juſtice; I believe you will not need more. 

Squeez, Sir, my caſe needs no more; but I think it 
incumbent on us all, to diſcountenance any proſecu- 
tion of ourſelves on any account whatſoever. 

Mor. To diſcountenance it by the innocence of our 
lives, is indeed laudahle, but no farther. It is a cur- 
ſed law which exempts the maker, or the executor of 
it, from its penalty. 

Squeez, Truly, brother Worthy, I think the ma- 
kers of laws, and the executors of them, ſhould be 
free of them; as authors and actors are free of the 
playhouſe, 

IWor. You are ludicrous, Mr. Squeezum. But let 
me tell you, he is the greateſt of villuins, who hath 
the impudence to hold the ſword of juſtice, while he 
deſerves its edge. 

Squees And let me tell you, ade Worthy, he 
is the greateſt of fools who holds the ſword of juſtice, 
and hurts himſelf with it. 8 
La. Brother, your ſervant; my preſence will be 

very little neceſſary at this trial. | 


SCENE VII 


WORTHY, SQUEEZUM, CONSTANT, HILA- 
RET, STAFF, SOFMORE, BRAZENCOURT, 
FIRE BALL, thre? Afiftants. 


Sqvees. But here comes the priſoners. — . 
Worthy, this is the woman whom I accuſe of this de- 
teſtable fact; - the manner of it was this; I received a 
letter in an unknown hand, appointing me to meet at 
a tavern, which out of pure good- nature I comply'd 
with; and upon my arrival, found that woman there 
alone, who, after a ſhort diſcourſe, laid hold of me 
and bawl'd out; on which that man there entered, 
and both threaten'd me, that unleſs I immediately 
diſcharged that man {points 79 Conii.] with another 
whom I had committed for notorious crimes, that the 
woman ſhould ſwear a rape againſt me.— This I am 
ready to {wear, 


Vor. II. ? 1 


— 
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:% 
2. Af. 2 and we are ready to ſwear. 


1 r. What do you ſay, young woman, to this ? 
You do not look like one whom I fhould ſuſpect of 
tuch behaviour. 

Hil. That I did threaten him, as he ſays, indeed I 
contels, 

Wor. Put did he attempt any ſuch thing? 

Hil. IL can't ſay he did, but --— 

 Sgue?s. Do you hear this, brother Worthy ? I 
think you have nothing to do but to make her Mid- 
timus. 

Ii gr. And for what reaſon did vou offer this ? 

Hil. ] offer' it only to trighten him tothe diſcharge 


of two gentlemen, w hom he had villainouſly commit- 


ted to the euſtody of that conftable. 

Mr. For what crimes do they ſtand committed, 
Mr. Conſtable ? | 

Saf, For two rapes, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 

411. One of them on my account——=tho' I never 

vore che leaſt thing againſt kim. - 

[{;r. On your account, | begin to be afraid he 

das un; jultly committed indeed. 

Seu2:%., Now, Sir, we ſhall proceed to blacken a 
little the character of this woman, Call Mr. Brazen- 
court; Mr. Brazencourt, what do you know of this 
zne lady? | 

Brazen. I know nothing more of her, than that I 


kept her halt a year. 


or. Kept her! 
keep her: 

Brazen. In the capacity of a whore, till I was obe 
liged to turn her off, tor ſtealing four of my ſhirts, 
two pair of flockings, and my Common-prayer Book. 

Sguceg. Call Captain Fireball. 

Her. Captain Fireball, pray, do you know any 
harm of that perſon there 

Fire. Harm of her! ay, and ſo doth my ſurgeon 
too. dhe came to me from Major Brazencourt. I 
kept her two months, 

Hil, Sir, I beſeech you hear me. 


in what capacity did you 


or. 
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Tier. By and by. You mult not interrupt them.— 
Go on. Did you loſe any thing by der too? 

Fire. No, but I got ſomething by her, which mado 
my ſurgeon get ſo: mething by m e—1 dove to expre!'; 

myſelf in modeſt terms, bat | believe you all know 
what I mean. 

Co1jf, Damnation! 3 

Zuse. Call Mr. Drury. We fnall blacken her 
iarther preſently, c 

Mer. Indeed, you need not; let us hear no more; 
ſor her ſake, | will never put conitdence in an innv- 
cut countenance 2gatn,—Well, woman, can you fav 
any thing tor your iclf ? 

Hil Oh! that L could hide myſelt for ever "TORE 
the world, and never from this hour behold the unn 
again. 

Har. Indeed but you ſhall, Madam, and be beheld 
by others too. 

Conſt. Come to my a thou deareſt, ſweeteſt, 
lovelieſt; hide thy ſorrows there — Death only ſhall | 
tear thee ſrom my arms again. Death! hell itlelt can- 
not have a torment equal to ſeeing one tear of thine. 
Sat. Heark'e, Juſtice, I believe thou are honeſter 

than thy brother; I am ſure thou canſt not he a greater 
rogue: if thou wilt act tlie right part acquit us, and 
ſend that villain to priſon. 


SCENE VII. 


WORTHY, SQUEEZ7 UNI, CONSTANT, HILA- 
RET, SOTMORE, STAFF, C:::Zable, {#/i/tantis, 
POLITICS, FAITHF UL, CLOKid. 


Faith. Now, Sir, will you believe your own eyes? 
 — Ts not that your own daughter? 

Pol. It is indeed, —Oh my unfortnnate Child 

Mor. Mr. Politick, your humble Zervant I will 
but commit this woman to gaol, and then I will be 
at your command. 

Pet. Sir, you ſhall not be my humble ſervant, nor 
will be yours; and if you commit my daughter to 
priſon, you are the worſt 85 Turks. 

Mor. Your daughter, Sir! 

G 2 .. Pak 
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Tal. Yes, Sir, my daughter, Sir. 

Hil. Oh! my father ! 

Pg. My pcor child! That ever I ſhould live to 
ſee thee in ſuch a misfortune ! 

Mer. Is it potlible, Mr. Politick, that this young 
lady is your daughter? 

PSI. Yes, Sir, it is as poſſible, as that the Turks 
may come into cur part of Europe; and 1 win this 
may not be as ſure as that. 


SCENE IL. 


WORTHY, SQUEEZUM, CONSTANT, HIL A- 
RET, STAFF, Cenffables, Aiſtants, POLITICK, 
FAITHFULL, SOTMORE, CLORIS, RAMBLE, 
Mr. SQUEEZCUM, QUILL. 


Mrs. Squeez. Where is this glory of the bench - 
this gallant Juſtice? this terror and example of ſin? 
Do you know this hand, Sir? Did you write this aſ- 
fignation ? You are a noble gentleman, truly, to make 
an appointment with a fine lady, and then — her 
before a magiſtrate. 

Sgucez. O my malignant ſtars ! 

Vor. Mrs. Squeezum, what is the matter ? 

Mrs. Squeez. You, Mr. Worthy, I am ſure will 
pity one who hath the misfortune to be married to a 
inan, who is as much a ſcandal to the commiſſion he 
Hears, as vou are an honour to it; ; my conſcience hath 
been too lon g burthened with conniving at his rogue- 
ries. He, Sir, he alone is guilty, and every one whom 
he hath accuſed is innocent. 

Var. I know not what to thinks _ 

Rand. Sir, that fellow there, that butcher of juſtice, 
is the areatell villain that ever was born. —Being a lit- 
tle ſrolickſome lalt night with this lady, that conſtable 
teiz'd us. Tis to me ſhe is indebted for all this tron- 
ble; tho' Mr. Conitable may claim ſome ſhare, in not 
tuſſering us to depart at her defire. 

Mrs. Squeez. And Mr. Juſtice may claim a little, 
who committed you to the Conſtable's houſe without 
any evidence, or even accuſation. 


Ramb. 
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Namb. That he might extort two hundred pounda, 
for which ſua he offered to compromiſe the matter. 

Squeez. Heark'e, Madam, I thall be obliged to 
commit you to Bedlam. 

3 89.1 cz. No, Sir, I ſhall prevent vou in that, 
as well as in your other deſigna; your plot with Mr. 
Quill, which the whole wor!d malt now you Tt 

be divorced, Sir, tho' rot the way you de lire. 
Squeez. Sir, I beſeech you to hear no mare. 
Tr. That, Sir, I cannot grant. 
Raub. Sir, I defire that you would read that letter 
which he ſent to this young lady whom he hath accuſe:t, 
Far. [ Reads.] * My rite honey-ſackle, Iwill mec 
* you within this halt hour at the E agle. I hope aft. 
* what you tive received from me to- Cay, vou With: 
« difappaint yours till then and ever after.“ 
Did you write this letter, Mr Squeezum? > 
Squeez No, vir, os Lam reidy to ſwear. 
Mrs. Sguce s. Sir, | will ſwear It to be his hand 
Faith, und o will I=l lived with him a we, -- 
month, and therefore thould know it. 

Quill. And I carried it to the lady. | 
oe: Come, come, Juſtice, thou hat proof enono! 
of her innocence. I will give you the word of a m 
of honour, which is more than the vaths of tw enty {v0'1 


ſcoundrels as theſe, that ſhe ever intended more th: 
to frighten him to the acquii!2! of Captain r 0 


here, whom he had unjuſtly ce unitted, 

Conſt. And offered to acquit ic a ſum of me- 

Wor. Captain Conſtant! is your name Conde 
7 - 

Canſt. At your ſervice. 

Mor Deſire my ſiiter to walk Litter I an more 
obliged to you than you know. | 
_ Come, Sir, this is ozniy loft ing m1 
want the Mittimus. 


C 3 "SCENT 
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SCENE. X. 


WORTHY, SQUEEZUM, RAMBL.E, CON- 
STANT, SOTMORE, HILARET, POLITICK, 


Mrs. SQUEEZUM, QUILL, STAFF, FALTH- 
FUL, &c. ISABELLA. 


For. Siſter, do you know this gentleman ! ' 

Jſa. Captain Conſtant! It is happy for me that I do 
[ thank you, Sir, for your generous reſcne laſt 
night, which my fright at that time prevented my ac- 
knowledging. 

Conſt. And was it you, Madam ?- 

Ramb. My Iſabella ! 

Iſa. Ha!— it is, it is my R amble - — | 

Ramò. My touch deceives me not, it is my charm- 

ing the, once more reitored to my deſpairing hopes. 
ja. What lucky ſtars can have contrived this in- 
terview? 

Ramb, Very lucky ſtars they appear now; but they 
nad a confounded ugly aſpect ſome time ago. 

{[a. Surpriſing! Brother let that fellow be ſecured. 
He was the perſon from whoſe hands this gentleman 
delivered me. [ To Fireball. 

Quill. J hope your weicldis will forgive me ; but 
I hir'd theſe two men, by my maſter” « command to 
be evidences for him, 

Mer. Surpriſing villany !— ſecure them inflantly, 
And particularly that juſtice, — whom I fhall no longer 
treat as a gentleman, but as his villany hath merited. 
—Conſtable, I charge you with them all-— and let 
them be kept below in the parlour, whither I will come 
immediately, and ſign their commitment. | 

Sguec z. Sir, you ſhall wiſh you had dealt more fa- 
vourably with me. 

Mor. Sir, your threatnings will not terrify 1 me. 

Faith, Come, gentlemen we'll he your ſafe- guard. 

Mrs. Squeez. I'll follow thee, like thy evil genius, 
till 1 have br ought thee to that juſtice thou deierveſt. 


SCENE 
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WORTHY, RAMBLE, CONSTANT, SOTMORE, 
HILARET, ISABELLA, POLITICX. 


| Rams, My dear Iſabella, I am ſo overjoyed at this 
unexpected meeting, that I do not aſk tor the ſafety ot 
our treaſure, Since the fea hath refunded Iſabella, 
let it take the jewels. 


Iſa. The tea hath been even kinder than your wiſu, 
it hath return'd you both. 

Ramb. I ſhonld ſoon have forgotten that loſs, in 
having Iſabella; yet, tor her take, the treaſure is 
welcome too. 

Jer. Mr. Politick, I am heartily concerned at this 
misfortune which hath befallen your daughter. 

Namb. Mr. Politick! By Heavens, his features 
are the ſame. Had you not a ſon, Sir, once? 

Pol. Yes, Sir, I had; but I turn'd him out of doors, 
and believe he was hanged long ago. 

Ramb, Then I am his ghoſt, juſt arrived from the 
Indies. When you turn'd me out of doors, I got ad- 
mitted into the Eaſt-India company's ſervice; I chan- 
ged my name in order to eſcape your diſcovery—and 

hope you will now give us both your bleſſing. 

Pol. And are you really that wild fellow my ſon ? 

Ramb. Iam that very identical wild perſon, I aſſure 

ou. 

F Pol. I don't know whether T1! ive you my bleſ- 
ſing or no, till I ſee how you are married. 
Wor. Mr Politick, I rejoice in the union of our 
families; this lady, your ſon's wife, is my fiſter—and 
if fourſcore thouſand pounds can make the match a- 

greeable to you, it will be to. 
Pol. Hath the wild rogue made his fortune at laſt! 
Well, ſon, I give you my bleſſing; and my dear daugh- 
ter, I give you joy, and I hope the boy will give it you, 
ay, and laſting, conſtant joy.—If he doth not make you 
a good huſband, I'll not own him; if he doth not make | 
you bleffed, he hall have no bleſſing of mine. 
. Sir, 1 doubt him not. 


| Ramb., 


80 RAPE UPON RAPE; or, 


Natuh. Well, father, I have nothing more to aſk of 


you, but in favour of my friend Captain Conſtant, 
whoſe love I am certain will compleat the happineſs 
of my ſiſter. 5 

Mor. I think J have never been witneſs to ſuch a 
complication of villany. Sir, [ Conſtant] I aſſure 
you, and all of you, yon thall have ſufficient repa- 
ration for the injuries you have ſuffer'd. And, Sir, 
by the character which I have had from my fiſter of 
that gentlemaa, I do not think your daughter can 

be better diſpoſed of, let the difference of fortune be 
__ what it pleaſe. 

Rani. Beſides, tho' his eſtate be not equal now, it 
may become ſo; for no man hath a better inſight in- 
to politicks. © Ie 3 

Pol. Nay, if his ſtudies bend that way, no man in- 


deed can tell to what his eſtate may come. Had 1 


known this ſooner, my doors ſhould never have been 
ſhut againſt him Sir, I ſhall be glad to confabulate 


with you at my houſe — and if you ſhould ſet your 
| heart on my daughter, I do not believe I ſhall do a- 


ny_thing to break it. 

Ramb, Nay, Sir, there is no hour like the preſent : 
this hour hath proved lucky to your family. — Give 
me leave to preſent your daughter to one whom if 
ſhe deſerves, I ſhall be proud of calling her fiiler. 

Conſe Ramble, you have crown'd my obligations 
with a gift, far dearer than the earth could prove. 
Fi. l I enly with you may always think ſo, captain. 
And now, pappa, | hope you will pardon this night's 
fally, to both me and poor Chloris; we have been al- 
ready ſufficiently puniſhed; and ſince the event is 


happy. imitate in this one thing the Turks, and con- 


fider it favourably, as it hath been proſperous. 


Pol The Turks! I with you were better acquainted 


with them than in romances; I hope that gentleman 
will take care to inſtru you in publick affairs. 
Well Jack, [e Ramble}j I long to have ſome com- 
municatic;: with you about the affairs of the Indies, 
and the poſture of our trade there.—1 hope you left 
the Great Mogul in good health 


Rand. 
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The Jus ric caught in his own Ta AT. 81 


Ramb, Very lightly indiſpoſed of a cold at my de- 


parture. 

Poel. J heartily forgive you all: fo let me ſee you 
all embrace one another. —Thus1 is the comfort of age, 
Mr. Worthy. 

Sat. Let me embrace you all together.———TI have 
found this day two good women-and they have fallen 
to the ſhare of my 2 


your happineſs, while you are enjoying it.—While 
you are taſting the joys of Venus, L will ſwallow down 
the delights of Bacchus. I deſpair of either of 
your company this month yet — but the juſtice ſhall 
cclebrate this ni ight with me. — Come, honeſt juſtice 
l have found one honelt juſtice too 

Mor. Really, Sir, I think you have ſufficiently ce- 


Sot. No, but I have not—— And you, Sir, will be 
drunk at your children's wedding-night. 

Pol. I never drink any thing but coffee, Sir. 

Sot. Damn your coffee —— 


 Ramb. Sotmore, thou ſhalt have juſtice. —— Mr. 


Worthy, I aſſure you, notwithſtanding this — 
the world hath not an honeſter man. 

Wor. It is pity he ſhould beſot himſelf ſo. Your 
character of him encourages me to employ ſome labour 


in adviſing him to quit ſo beaſtly x pleaſure. Come, 


gentlemen, I deſire you would celebrate this day at 
my houſe to-morrow. I will proceed to take all poſ- 
fible meaſures to your receiving ſatisfaction for your 
injuries, and making publick example of ſo great a 
villain: for the crimes of a magiſtrate give the greateit 
ſanction to ſin. 


No reverence that church or {tate attends, 
Wnoſe laws the prieſt or magiſtrate offends, 
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riends—and [ will get drunk this 
night, if the ſpirit of wine will do it——PI drink to 


—— — OS 
n 
- ” 


= 
— 


— — 

* 2 

«6.2.09 „re 
445 — * 


7 — 2 en gre 7 . 


1 ——̃ ay — 8 
8 "Re , - My 2 
P — —tS 4 -—_ 


22 
_ - * 
n 2 


w— 


© — 
. : 
* E 
4 —— — 


— — 
= 


d — ” __— 
- — * 1 — 


= = 2 5 — 
5 ac <4 - 
” "a+ © * 0 
SISSY . Ma - 
2 - 3 — . 
A. 2 . 2 2 = She — * Hogs” wear 


4 
7 
a 
2 
y 
* 
45 
8 
= 
0 


EK FTILOUVUK 


Spoken by Mas. YOUNGER. 


AT length the dreadful hurricane i; ended, 
Aud I and ſpouſe are ſafe together landed. 
Fer after all this mighty fuſs about it, 
Our play hath ended mndeſtly without it. 
But, ladies, did nit you tee ſympathiſe ® 
Hey ! pray, confeſs, do all your frowns ariſe 
Becanje ſo much of Rape and Rape we hade? 
Cris it, that we have ny Rape at all? 
Indeed, cur poet, to oblige the age, 
Had brought a dreadſul ſcene upon the flage : 
But I, perceiving what his muje would drive at, 5 
Told him the ladies never would connive at 1 
A downright actual Rape — unleſs in private. 
But notwithſtanding what theſe poets tell us, 


ho d think our beaus were ſuch high-mettled fellows ! 


O! may our youth, whoſe vigour is ſo parlous, 
To Italy be waſied with Don Carlos ; 
There ſhould one victory but give them ſcope, 
They would not leave one maidenhead for the Pope, 
Or ſhould fome new pope Foan the chair pafieſe, 
They'd play the devil with her. holineſs. 
No nunnery one virgin ſhould enclcſe, 

But new Rome fall, by what the old arſe. 

Tee a ſtrange dectrine that Lucretia taught, 
When on herſelf reveng'd her liver's fault ! 
Heatheniſh wretch ! the pious chriftian wife, 
Th raviſh d, ſtill contents herſelf with life : 

So zealous from ſelj* murder we refrain, 
ise live, the ſure of raviſhings again. 
But may ns fears of ſuch a ſate afright 
The beauteous kind ſpectators of to-night ; 
Safe to your huſbands arms may you eſcape, 


And never know that dreadſul thing, a Rape. 
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H. SCRIBLERUS SECUNDUS; 


PREFACE. 


IHE town hath been ſeldom more divided in its 
opinion, than concerning the merit of the fol- 
towing ſcenes Whilſt ſome publickly affirmed, that 
no author could produce fo fine a piece but Mr. P —, 
cthers have with as much vehemence inſiſted, that no 
one could write any thing ſo bad, but Mr. F —. 
Nor can we wonder at this diſſention about its merit, 
when the learned world have not unanimouſly decided 
even the very nature of this tragedy. For tho! molt of 
the univerſities in Europe have honoured it with the 
name of Egregium & maximi pretii opus, tragœdiis 
tam antiquis quam novis longe antiponendum;“ 
nay, Dr. B — hath pronounced. Citius Mevii 
« XEneadem quam Scribleri iſtius tragediam hanc 
* crediderim, cujus autorem Senecamipſum tradidiſſe 
© haud dubitarim:” and the great profeſſor Burman 
hath ſtiled Tom Thumb, Heroum omnium tragi- 
«« corum facile principem:” Nay, tho? it hath, among 
other languages, been tranflated into Dutch, and ce- 
lebrated with great applauſe at Amſterdam (where 
burleſque never came) by the title of Mynheer Van- 
der Thumb, the burgo-maſters recerving it with that 
reverend and filent attention which becometh an au- 
dience at a deep tragedy. Notwitkſtanding all this, 
there have not been wanting ſome who have repre- 
ſented theſe ſcenes in a ludicrous light: and Mr, 
D hath been heard to fay, with ſome concern, 
that he wondered a tragical and Chriſtian nation 
would permit a repreſentation on its theatre, ſo viſt- 
bly deſigned to ridicule and extirpate every thing 
that is great and ſolemn among us. 
This learned critic and his followers were led into 
fo great an error by that ſurreptitious and piratical 
copy which ſtole laſt year into the world; with what 
Vor. II. H injuſtice 
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injuſtice and prejudice to our author, will be acknow- 
ledged, I hope, by every one who ſhall happily peruſe 
this genuine and original copy. Nor can I help re- 
marking, to the great praiſe of our author, that how- 
ever imperfect the former was, even that faint reſem- 
blance of the true Tom Thumb contained fufficient 
beauties to give ita run of upwards of forty nights to 
| the politeſt audiences. But, notwithſtanding that ap- 
plauſe which it received from all the beſt judges, it was 
as ſeverly cenſured by ſome few bad ones, and, I be- 
lieve, rather maliciouſly than ignorantly, reported to 
have been intended a burleſque on the loftieſt parts 
of tragedy, and deſigned to banith what we general- 


ly call fine things, from the ſtage. 


Now, if [ can ſet my country right in an affair of 
this importance, I ſhall lightly eſteem any labour which 
it may coſt, And this I the rather undertake, firſt, as 
it is indeed in ſome meaſure incumbent on me to vindi- 
cate myſelf from that ſurreptitious copy before men- 
tioned, publiſhed by ſome ill- meaning people under 
my name: ſecondly, as knowing myſelf more capa- 
dle of doing juſtice to our author than any other 
man, as [ have given myſelf more pains to arrive at 
a a thorough underitanding of this little piece, having 
for ten years together read nothing elſe; in which 
time, I think I may modeſty preſume, with the help 
of my Englith dictionary, to comprehend all the 
meanings of every word in it. „ 
gut ſhould any error of my pen awaken Clariſſ. 
Bentleium to enlighten the world with his annotations 
on our author, I ſhall not think that the leaſt reward 
or happineſs arifing to me from theſe my endeavours, 

I ſhall wave at preſent what hath cauſed ſuch feuds 
in the learned world, whether this piece was originally 
written by Shakeſpear, though certainly that were it 
true, muſt add a confiderahle ſhare to its merit; eſpe- 
cially with ſuch who are ſo generous as to buy and 
commend what they never read, from an implicit faith 
in the author only: a faith! which our age abounds in 
as much, as it can be called deficient in any other. 
Let it ſuffice, that the Traczny of TaAGEDUIES; 
or, Tac Lir: and Drarn of Tou Tuuxks, was 

written 
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written in the reign of queen Elizabeth. Nor can the 
objectioa made by M. D, that the tragedy muſt 
then have been antecedent to the hiſtory, have any 
weight, when we conſider, that tho' the HisTory of 
Ton Tavuns, printed by and for Edward M—-r, 
at the Looking-glaſs on London - bridge, be of a later 
date, ſtill muſt we ſuppoſe this hiſtory to have been 
tranſcribed from ſome other, unleſs we ſuppoſe the 
writer thereof to be inſpired: a gift very faintly con- 
tended for by the writers of our age. As to this hiſ- 
tory's not bearing the ſtamp of ſecond, third, or 
fourth edition, I ſee but little in that objection; e- 
ditions being very uncertain lights to judge of books 
by: and perhaps Mr. WM r may have joined twen- 
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ty editions in one, as Mr. C— ! lath ere now di- 
vided one into twenty. 
Nor doth the ether argument, dra va from the little 
care our author hath taken to keep up to the letter of 
this hiſtory, carry any greater force. Are there not in- 
ſtances of plays, wherein the kiſtory is ſo perverted, 
that we can know the heroes whom they celebrate by 
no other marks than their names: nay, do we not find 
the ſame character placed by different poets in ſuck 
different lights, that we can diſccrer not the leaſt 
ſameneſs, or even likeneſs in the features! The So- 
phoniſba of Mairet, and of Lee, is a tender, paill- 
onate, amorous miſtreſs of Maſiniſſa: Corneille and: 
Mr. Thomſon give her no other paſſion but the love 
of her country, and make her as cool in her affection 
to Maſiniſſa as to Syphax. In the two latter ſhe re- 
ſembles the character of queen El:zabeth; in the two 
former, ſhe is the picture of Mary queen of Scotland. 
In ſhort, the one Sophoniſba is as different from the 
other, as the Brutus of Voltaire is from the Marius 
jun of Otway; or as the Minerva is from the Venus 
of the ancients. 55 
Let us now proceed to a regular examination of the 
tragedy before us, in which I ſhall treat ſeparately ot 
the Fable, the Moral, the CharaGers, the Sentiments, 
and the Diction. And firſt of the 
Fable; which I take to be the moſt ſimple imagin- 
able; and to uſe the words of an eminent author, 
* One, regular, and uniform, not charged with a mul- 
We H 2 « tiplicity 
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« tiplicity of incidents, and yet affording ſeveral re- 
* volutions of fortune; by which the paſſions may be 
© excited, varied, and driven to their full tumult of 
emotion.“ Nor is the action of this tragedy leſs 


0 | nary than uniform. The ſpring of all is the love of 


om Thumb for Huncamunca; which cauſed the quar- 


rel between their majeſties in the firſt act; the paſſion of 


Lord Grizzle in the ſecond; the rebellion, fall of Lord 


Grizzle, and Glumdalca, devouring of Tom Thumb 


by the Cow, and that bloody cataſtrophe, in the third. 

Nor is the Moral of this excellent tragedy leſs noble 
than the fable; it teaches theſe two inſtructive leſſons, 
viz. That human happineſs is exceeding tranſient ; and, 


that death is the certain end of all men: the former 


whereot is inculeated by the fatal end of Tom Thumb; 
the latter, by that of all the other perſonages. 
The characters are, I think, ſufficiently deſcribed 


in the Dramatis Perſonæ; and I believe we ſhall find 


few plays, where greater care is taken to maintain them 
throughout, and to preſerve in every fpeech that cha- 
racterittical mark which dittinguiſhes them from each 
other. But, (ſays Mr. D-—) how well doth the 


© character of Tom Thumb, whom we muit call the 


© hero of this tragedy, if it hath any kero, agree with 


the precepts of Ariſtotle, who defineth Tragedy to 
be the imitation of a ſhort, but perfect action, con- 
* taining a juſt greatneſs in itſelf, &. What great- 


neſs can be in a fellow, whom hiltory relateth to have 


* been no higher than a ſpan?” This gentleman 


ſeemeth to think, with Serjeant Kite, that the great- 


nels of a man's foul is in proportion to that of his 


body; the contrary of which is affirmed by our En- 
"Hap Fhyſiognomical writers. Beſides, it L under- 
it: 


ind Ariſtotle right, he ſpeaketh only of the great- 


ze:s of the action, and not of the perſon. 


As for the Sentiments and the Diction, which now _ 


only remain to be ſpoken to; I thought I could afford 
them no ſtronger juſtification, than by producing pa- 


rallel paſſages out of the beſt of our Engliſh writers, 


Whether this ſameneſs of thought and expreſſion, which 
I have quoted from them, proceeded from an agreement 
in their way of thinking, or whether they have bor- 

| rowed 
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rowed from our author, I leave the reader to determine. 
E ſhall adventure to affirm this of the Sentiments of our 
author; that they are generally the moſt familiar 
which I have ever met with, and at the ſame time 
delivered with the highelt dignity of phraſe; which 
brings me to ſpeak of his diction.— Here I ſhall only 
beg one poſtulatum, viz. That the greateſt perfection 
of the lan uage of a tragedy is, that it is not to be 
7 which granted (as I think it muſt be) ir 
will neceſſarily follow, that the only ways to avoid this 
is by being two high or two low for the underſtand- 
ing, which will comprehend every thing within its 
reach. Thoſe two extremities of tile Mr. Dryden il- 
luſtrates by the familiar image of two inns, which I 
ſhall term the aerial and the ſubterreſtrial. 
Horace goes farther, and theweth whea it is proper 
to call at one of theſe i inns, and when at the other; 
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Telephus & Peleus, cum pauper & exul uterque, 
Projicit ampullas & ſeſquipedalia verba. 
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That he approveth of the ſeſquipedalia verba, is plain; 
ſor had not Telephus and Peleus uſed this ſort of Dic- 
tion in proſperity, they could not have dropt it in 
adverſity. The aerial inn, therefore (ſays Horace) 
is proper only to be frequented by princes and other 
great men, in the higheſt affluence of fortune; the 
ſubterreſtrial is appointed for the entertainment of 
the poorer ſort of people only, whom Horace ad- 
viſes, | 
—dolere ſermone pedeſtri. 

The true meaning of both which citations is, that 
bombaſt is the proper language for joy, and Coggret 22 
for grief; the latter of which is literally imply | 
the ſermo pedeſtris, as the former 13 ia the ſeſquipe- 
dalia verba. 

Cicero recommendeth the former of theſe. * Quid 

3 ** eſt tam furioſum vel tragicum quam verborum ſo- 
© nitus inanis, nulla ſubjecta ſententia neque ſcizntia.” 
What can be ſo proper for tragedy as a ſet of big ſound - 
ing words, ſo contrived together as to convey no 
= * 21 one day or other prove to be 
13 + -— che 
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the ſublime of Longinus. Ovid declareth abſolutely 
for the latter inn : of 


Omne genus ſcripti gravitate tragedia vincit. 


Tragedy hath, of all writings, the greateſt ſhare in the 
Bathos; which is the profund cf Scriblerus. 
[ thall not preſume to determine which of theſe two 
ſtiles be properer for tragedy. —lt ſuſficeth, that our 
author excelleth in both. He is very rarely within 
ſight through the whole play, either riſing higher than 
the eye of your underſtanding can ſoar, or finking 
lower than it careth to ſtoop. But here, it may, per- 
haps, be obſerved, that I have given more frequent 
inllances of authors who have imitated him in the 
fublime, than in the contrary. To which I anſwer, 
firſt, Bombalt being properly a redundancy of genius, 
inſlances of this nature occur in poets, whoſe names 
do more honour to our author, than the writers in 
the doggrel, which proceeds froma cool, calm, weigh- 
ty way of thinking. Inſtances whereof are moſt tre- 
quently to be found in authors of a lower claſs. Se- 
condly, That the works of ſuch authors are difficult- 
ty found at all. Thirdly, That it is a very hard taſk 
to read them, in order to extract theſe flowers from 
them. And laſtly, It is very difficult to tranſplant them 
at all; they being like ſome flowers of a very nice na- 
ture, which will flouriſh in no foil but their own ; for 
it is eaſy to tranſcribe a thought, but not the want 
of one. The EAN L or Ess$tx, for inſtance, is a lit 
tle garden of choice rarities, whence you can ſcarce 
tranſp):nt one line ſo as to preſerve its original beau- 
ty. This muſt account to the reader for his miſſin 
the names of ſeverai of his acquaintance, which he 
had certainly found here, had Jever read their works; 
for which, if I have not a juſt eſteem, I can at leaſt 
fay with Cicero, Quz non contemno, quippe quz 
„ nunquam legerim.” However, that the reader 
may meet with due ſatisfaction in this point, I have 
a young commentator from the univerſity, who is 
reading over all the modern tragedies, at five ſhil- 
lings a dozen, and collecting all that they have ſtole 
from our author, which thall ſhortly be added as. an 
appendix to this work, 85 ; 
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Kino ArThve, a paſſionate] 
ſort of King, huſband to 
Queen Dollallolla, of whom | | 
he ſtands a little in fear; > Mr. Murraxr. 
fathertoHuncamunea,whom | 
he is very fond of; and in 
love with Glumdalea, ) 
Tom Trumns Txt GREAT, a] 
little hero with a great ſoul l 
_ ſomething violent in his 
_ temper, which is a little aba- 
ted by his love for Hunca- | 
— J 
Gnosr of Gaffer Thumb, „ 
whimſical ſort of Ghoſt. : Mr. Lac r. 
Losp Gr1zzLE, extremely | 
zealous for the liberty of the | 
ſubject, very cholerick in his þ Mr. Joxts, 
temper, and in love with | 
Huncamunca, 
Malis, a conjurer, and in 
ſome ſort father to Tom? Mr. HALLAu. 
Thumb, | 
Courtiers in place, 
Noon E, Jand conſequently 
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DoopLt, Hof that party which C Mr. Warnax. 
is uppermoſt, 
FooDLE, a courtier that is out 
of place, and conſequently 8 


of that party which is under- 


Ba fran uw FUN 4, AS. , fßß̃— Ss. RS. HER. S.. 


moſt, | | | 
BaiL1Fy, and} of the party of? Mr. P TI RSO. 
FolLowER, the plaintiff, 5 Mr. Hicxs, 
8 the ſide of — Mr. Warzen. 
WO- 


8 


WOMEN, 


r | 
ing Arthur, and mother to | | 

Huncamunca, a woman in- 
tirely faultleſs, ſaving that! EEE: 
ſhe is a little given wy tary 7 Mrs, MorrAar. 
a little too much a virago | 
towards her huſband, and in 
love with Tom Thumb, 

The Prx1ixctss Huxcamunca,} 
daughter to their majelties | 
King Arthur and Queen 
Dollallolla, of a very ſweet, | 
gentle, and amorous diſpoſi- > Mrs, Jox ts. 
tion, equally in love with : 

Lord Grizzle and Tom! 
Thumb, and deſirous to be | 
married to them both, : 

GLumDaLlca, of the Giants, 
a captive Queen belov'd by RE © 
the King. das in love with rs. Dors. 


Tom Thumb, | 
CLrEorA, Maidsofhonour, ? NoopLe. 3 
Mus rack, I in love with 5 DoopLE. | 


Courtiers, Guards, Rebels, Drums, Trumpets, 
Thunder, and Lightning. | * 


SCENE, The Court of Kine Auruus, and 4 
Plain thercabouts, 


TOM THUMB Tas GREAT. 


ATT i SCENE L 
SCENE, Tze Parack. 
DOODLE, NOODLE. 


DoooLE. 


NYURE fuch a day“ as this was never ſeen! 
The ſun himſelf, on this auſpicious day, 
Shines like a beau in a new birth-day ſuit : 
This down the ſeams embroider'd, that the beams. 
All nature wears one univerſal grin. 


Need. 


* Corncille recommends ſome very remarkable day wherein to 
fix the action of the tragedy, This the beſt of dur tragical writers 
have unterftood to mean a day remarkable for the ſcrenity of the 
ſky, or «tht we gencrally * fine ſummer's day: fo that, ac- 
cording to this their expolition, the ſame months are proper for 


t-ige.ly which are proper for piſtoral. Moit of our celcizrated Eng- 


lit tragetics, as Cato, Mariamne, 'Tamerl. nc. &c. Lei in with 
& 5 5 5 b n + 

ti:cir cfjervations on the morning. Lee feems to kave come the 

nan! to this beantifal deſcription of our author's: 


The morning dawns with an unwonted erimſon, 

tte flowers all clorous ſeem, the garden Lirds 

Sing louder, an the laughing fon afcenis 

Ihe g.udy earth with an anutuil brigutneſs, | 
AY nature in. ilcs. Cs. Bos 


M.ſiniſh in the new Sophoniſba is ali> a favourite of the fun; 

» The ſun too ſcems, 
As conſcious of my joy, with broader eye | 
To look abroad the world, and all things Lake 
Like Sophon{::ba. 


Memnon, in the Perſian Princeſs, makes the ſun decline rifing, 
that he may not pcep on objects which would prophane his brigl. x- 
ncls : 


— he. 
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Noed. This day, O Mr. Doodle, is a day 
Indeed !——A day, we never ſaw before. 
The mighty F Thomas Thumb victorious comes; 
Millions of giants crowd his chariot-wheels, 
+ Giants! to whom the giants in Guild-hall 1 
| re 


— The 9 riſes ſlow, 
And all thoſe ruddy ſtreaks that us'd to paint 
he day's approach are lott in clouds, as if 
The horrors of the night had ſent em back, 
Jo warn the ſun he ſhould not leave the fea, 
To peep, &c. | 


This line is highly conformable to the beautiful ſimplicity of 


the ancients. It hath been copied by almoſt every modern. 


Not to be is not to be in woe. STATE of INNOCENCE. 
Love is not ſin but where tis ſinful love. Dox SEBASTIAN. 
Nature is nature, Lzlius. $OPHONISZA. 
Men are but men, we did not make ourſelves. REVENGE. 


+ Dr. B-—y reads; The mighty Tall-maſt Thumb. Mr. 
D.— 8; The mighty Thumbing Thumb. Mr. 'T——d reads ; 
Thundering. I think Thomas more agrecable to the great ſimpli- 
city fo apparent in our author. | 


That learned hiſtorian Mr. S——n, in the third number of 
his criticiſm on our author, takes great pains to explode this paſ- 
fage. It is, ſays he, diflicult to gueſs what giants arc here meant, 
ualeſs the giant Deſpair in the Pilgrim's Progreſs, or the giat.t 
Greatneſs in the Royal Villain; for I have heard of no other for: of 
giants in the reign of King Arthur.” Petrus Burmanus makes three 
Jom Thumts, one whereotſ he ſuppoſes to have beer the ſame perion 
whom the Greeks called Hercules; and that by theſe giants are to 
be underitocd the Centaurs flain by that hero. Another om 
Thumb he contends to have been no other than the Herines Triſ- 
megiſtus of the ancients. Ihe third Tom Thumb lie places under 
the reign of King Arthur; to which third Jom Thumb, fays he, 
the actions of the other two were attributed. Now, t“, “ 1 know 


that this opinion is ſupported by an aſſertion of Juſtus Lipſius, 
_ « 'Thomam illum Thumbum non aliun quam Herculem fuille atis 


conſtat,“ yet fall I venture to oppoſe one line of Mr. Miduinter 
againſt them all; | 


In Arthur's court 'Tom 'Thumb did live. | 


„ But then, fays Dr. B—y, if we place Tom Thumb in the 


court of King Arthur, it will be proper to place that court out of 
Britain, where no giants were ever heard of.“ Spencer, in bis 
Fairy Queen, is of another opinion, where, deſcribing Albion, lc 
ſeys, | 

— Far 
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Are infant dwarfs. They frown, and foam, and roar, 


While Thumb, regardleſs of their noiſe, rides on. 
So ſome cock-ſparrow in a farmer's yard, 
Hops at the head of an huge flock of turkeys. 
Doed. When goody Thumb firſt brought this Tho- 
mas forth, 
The Genius of our land triumphant reign'd ; 


'Then, then, O Arthur! did thy Genius reign. 


Nood. They tell me it is “ whiſper'd in the books 
Of all our ſages, that this mighty hero, 
By Merlin's art begot, hath not a bone 
Within his ſkin, but is a lump of griltle. 

Dood. Then tis a griſtle of no mortal kind; 
Some God, my Noodle, ſtept into the place 
Of gaffer Thumb, and more than + half begot 


This mighty Tom. 


Mood. —+ Sure he was ſent expreſs 


Far within, a ſalvage nation dwelt 
| Of hideous giants. 
And in the ſarie canto, | 
Then Elfar, with two brethren giants had, 
The one of which had two heads 
The other three. 


Riſum teneatis, amici. 


4 To whiſper in books, ſays Mr. D, is arrant nonſenſe.” 
I am afraid this learned man does not ſufficiently underſtand the 
extenſive meaning of the word Whiſper. If he had rightly under- 
ſtood what is meant by the ſenſes whiſp'ring the ſoul, in the 
Perſian Princeſs, or what whiſp'ring like winds' is, in Aureng- 
zebe, or like thunder in another author, he would have underſtood 
this. Emmeline, in Dryden, ſees a voice, but ſhe was born blind, 


which is an excuſe Panthea cannot plead in Cyrus, who hears a 


_ Jour deſcription will ſurpaſs 
All fiction, painting, or dumb ſhew of horror, 
That ever ears yet heard, or eyes beheld. 


When Mr. Ds underſtands theſe, he will underſtand whiſper- 
ing in books. | 


+ —Some ruffian ſtept into his father's place, 


And more than half begot him. Mary Q. of Scots. 


For Ulmar ſeems ſent expreſs from Heaven, 
To civilize this rugged Indian clime. 
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From Heav'n to be the pillar of our ſtate. 

Tho' ſmall his body be, ſo very ſmall 

A chairman's leg is more than twice as large, 

Yet is his ſoul like any mountain big, 

And as a mountain once brought forth a mouſe, 

* Sq doth this mouſe contain a mighty mountain. 
D:od Mountain indeed! So terrible his name, 

+ The giant nurſes frighten children with it, 

And cry, Tom Thumb is come, and if you are 

Naughty, will ſurely take the child away. | 
Nod. But hark! theſe trumpets ſpeak the king's 

approach, 95 | 

Dod. He comes moſt luckily for my petition. 

: [ Flouriſh, 

SCENE II. 


KING, QUEEN, GRIZZLE, NOODLE, 
OODLE, FOODLE. 


Ling. Let nothing but a face of joy appear; 
e man who frowns this day ſhall loſe his head, 
That he may have no face to frown withal, 
Smile 


2 Omne majus continet in ſe minus, ſed minus non in ſe ma- 
jus continere poteſt, ſays Scaliger in Thumbo.—— I ſuppoſe he 
would have cavilled at theſe beautiful lines in the Earl of Eſſex; 


| hy moſt inveterate ſoul, | 
That looks through the foul priſon of thy body, 
And at thoſe of Dryden, 
The palace is without too well delign'd ; 
Conduct me in, for I will view thy mind. AURENGZ EBE. 
+ Mr. Banks hath copied this almoſt verbatim. 


It was enough to ſry, Here's Eſſex come, 
And nurſes ſtill'd their children with the fright. . 
E. oF Ess EX. 


1 The trumpet in a tragedy is generally as much as to ſay, Enter 
King, which makes Mr. Banks, in one of his plays, call it, the 
trumpet's formal ſound... . 


| Phraortes, in the Captives, ſeems to have been acquainted with 
King Arthur, 
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Smile Dollallolla — Ha! what wrinkled ſorrow, 

* Hangs, fits, lies, frowns upon thy knitted brow ?. 

Whence flow thoſe tears faſt down thy blubber'd 
cheeks, 

Like a ſwoln gutter, guſhing through the ſtreets? 
_ Ly Exceſs of joy, my lord, I've heard folks 

Ay, . 
Gives K as certain as exceſs of grief. 
King. If it be ſo, let all men cry for joy, 
"i * my whole court be drowned with their tears; 


Nay, 


Proclaim a feſtival for ſcven days ſpace, 

Let the court ſhine in ll its pomp and luſtre, 

Let all our fircets ræibund with thowuts of joy 

Let muſick's carc-diipcliing voice be heard; 

The ſumptuous banquet, ant the foxing goblet 
Shall warm the cheek, and fil: the heart «in Siadnetz. 
Aſtarbe ihall lit riftrets of the feaſt. 


RNepentance frowns on thy contracted brow. SOPHONIERS, 


Hung on his cluded brow, I mark'd deſpair. Ibid. 


A ſullen gloom 
Scowls on 715 brox. Bos IRI3. 


+ Plato is of this opiaion, and fo is Ar. Banks; ; 


Bchold theft tears hrung from fre. pain and joy. 
F. or Es$Stx- 


t Thoſe floods are very frequent in the tragick autacrs, 


Near to fome wurmur ina rock Ii la me Cown, 
Whote waters it they haul tf) W.. Joe, 
My ders tall ſoil them up ul I wit aro nm, 
1. ＋ 8 GOPHOYIEZA. 


3 1g forth tears at ſuch a laviſt rate. 
Th ere the world on tre ther might ha we grow al 4 
Ahe Wwrat E of Heav'n, ad uche. d the n! ieht, xv; 
| M12 is Kae ns 
Oue author changes the waters of grief to theſe of ion. 


hefe ters, tina . 2 fror tides oft grief, 


y Are now au: entcd to a Hood of joy. Cr&vs the Great, 
- : 
Another, 
, Turns all the ſtreams of heut, and makes them flow 
In pity's ch:aacl. Reval VILLALN. 
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Nay, till they overflow my utmoſt land, 

And leave ne nothing but the ſea to rule. 
Dad. Ny liege, L a petition have here got. 
King, Petition me no petitions, Sir, to-day; 

Let other hours be tet apart for buſineſs. 

To- day it is our pleature to he“ drunk, 

And this our Queen ſhall be as drunk as we. 
Queen. J ho' [ already + half feas over am) 

If the capacious goblet overflow 

With arrack-punch—'fore George! I'll fee it out; 

Of rum and braudy I'll not taite a drop. 


Ring. Tho' rack, in Punch, eight ſhillings be a 


quart, 
And rum and brandy be no more than ſix, 
Rather than quarrel you that! have your will. 
[ Trumpets. 


One drowns 6 If. 
Pit, like a torrent pours me a n, 


Now 3 Im drv. !: nin 8 al * duin — HIT YE. A XN Bu LLEN, 5 


7 


Cyrus Crowns the while wort !. 
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But, ha! the warrior comes: the great Tom Thumb, 
The little hero, giant-Kkilling boy, 
Preſerver of my kingdom, is arriv'd, 


SCENSE 8s. 
TOM THUMB erm, with £ ficers, Prifinerr, aud 
„ Aitendu ute. 


A775. Ohl! weicome moſt, mot wad Ime to my 
arms, 

What gratitude can thank away the Cebt 

Your valour lays vpon we ? 


Pucen. — -+ Oh! Je ge ds! ThJe.. 
Thumb. When I'm not thinks at all Fra that d 
enough, 
{ I've done my duty. and I've Cone no more, 


Qacens Was ever tuch a godlike creature ſeen! 
Vins. Thy mo: Jeſty' sa candle to thy merit, 


It ſhines irif nnd greg th) Krit tod. 
Ed 
ali! 


But ſay, my boy, where didit tou 
Tuina. My ſie ge 2, without the 2 
ſtrand, 


The calle gates too low fer their admittance. 


8, = 
* 
„* 


Lill 2 42 
Ring. What look they lik? | 
Clams. Like nothing but themſelres. 
DPucen, ** And fure thou art like noching bnt th y- 
ſelf, | [Aide 
Ring. Enough! the vail PI fills my ſoul, 
I fee the:n, yes, I fee them now before me: 
This figure is in great uſe among the tragediuns; 
Tis therefore, therefore tis. Vrerrzt. 
I long, repent, repent and long agu. Zustkis. 
+ A tragical exclumation. 


j TOR Bne is copied verbale in the Cntiyes. | 
{ Ve find a candieſtick for this candle is tao <cicbrated a anti:ors ; 
eee ee te withdraws 
His golden head, «Dd Lurns weithin tie #icket. Nere, 
A foul grown clil and funk into the cker. SENAS TIA R. 


4 his ſiwild occurs very f. 
ters C both Kinds. 


equeutliy ar ong the Craraatich wri- 


1 2 1 
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The monſtrous ugly, barb'rous ſons of whores. 
But ha! what form majeſtick ſtrikes our eyes? 

* So perfect, that it ſeems to have been drawn 
By all the gods in council: ſo fair ſhe is, 
That ſurely at her birth the council paus'd, 

And then at length cry'd out, This is a woman! 

Thumb. Then were the gods miſtaken— ſhe is not 
A woman, but a gianteſs whom we, 

+ With wuch ado, have made a ihift to hawl 
Within the town; þ for the is by a foot 
Shorter than all the lubjeck giants were. 

Glum. We yeſterday were both a queen and wife, 
One hundred thouſand giants own'd our way, 
Twenty whereof were married to ourſelf. 

_— Oh! happy ſtate of giantiſm— where 

ands 
Like * e grow, whilſt hapleſs we are force d 
Le be content, nay, happy thought with one. 


Mr. Lee Rath ſtolen this thought from our author; 
his perfect face, drawn by the gods in council, 
Which they were long a making. vc. Jux. Burr. 


At his bicth the heavenly council * 'd, 
And then at laſt cry'd out, This is a man. 


Dryden hath improved this hint to the utmoſt perfection: 


So perfect that the very gals who form'd you, wonder'd 
— their own ſtull, and cry'd, A lucky hit 
2s mended our de fron ! th Cir chu Iliin⸗ dred, 
02 v. zu Bid been im: Horta, and 2 pattern. 
When oven would werk for oftentation fake, 
10 V Cie * rain. ALE FOR Love. 


Binge prefers the works of Michael Angelo to that of tie gods; 


A pattern fur the gods to make a man by, 
Or Mick Angelo to form a ſtatue. 


+ It is impotUible, ſays Mr. Wiommy ſufficiently to admire this 
natural eaſy line. 


This tragedy, which in moſt points n the ancients, dif- 
ters from them in this, that it alligns the ſame honour to lou nefꝭ of 
ſtatute, which they dil to hei ght. 'The gods and heroes in Homer 
an'l V irgil, are continually deie ribed higher by the head than their 
followers, the contrary of which is ebterv'd by our author. In 
ſhort, to excecd on either fide is equaliy admirable; and a man of 
be ſoot is as wonderful a fight as a man of nine. 
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Glum. But then to loſe them all in one black day, 
That the ſame ſun, which rifing, ſaw me wife 
To twenty giants, ſetting, ſhould behold 
Me widow'd of them all. —* My worn-out heart, 
That ſhip, leaks ſaſt, and the great heavy lacing, 
My foul, will quickly 1 
Queen. —— Madam, believe 
I view your forrows with a woman's eye: 
Put learn to bear them with what trengra you ma): 
To-morrow we will have our E adiers 
Drawn out before yon, and you chen ſhall chuſe 
What huſbands you think ſir, 
Clu. + Madam, I 2m 
Your mot obedicat, and moſt humble ſervant. 
Aing. Think, mighty princels, think this court 
a your own, 
Nor think the landlord me, this houſe my inn; 
Call for wnate'er you vill you'll nothing pay. 
I I feel a fuddea puin within my breatl, 
Nor knew whether this ariie iro:a love 
Or only the v ind cholick. Time muſt ſhw. 
Oh Thumb 8 do we to thy valour de? 
Atk ſome reward, great as we can beg, 
Thuteb. I alk nor kingdoms, { can conquer thoſe, 
1 atk not money, money I've enough; 
For what I've done, and what I mean to do, 
For giants ſlain, and giants yet unborn, 


Which I will lay —if this be cali'd a 2 


— 


wet gd * / RINSE > 4 
Y 7 * A * Tx. * 
— AE a 
T4 nnn 3 — 
2 , —_— N 2 


a 


. 
+ 
55 
& 


1 
4 
ö 
wu 


N 

oy 

s 

TI 
7 
- 


* My blood leaks faſt, aud the great heavy 1: 1 ng 
My ul * 1 itl UL NV Unk. Mir N 1D. 
My foul is like a ip. | IN JR DU ILove,. 


+ Ibis weli-bred line ems to be copied in the Perſian Princes; 
To be your humbleſt, and rieſt faithful ſlave. 


+ This doubrof the hing, puts me in miad of a þ ge in the 
Captives, where the Nell of cet is miltixen ior ri. ruttiiug ot 
lauves. 

-Methinks I hw 
The found of fect; 
No, twas tue u ind that Zook yon eypreſs boughs. 


- 


Nr. Dry den ſeems to Lave had tl:is paſlige i in his cve in tlie 
kr. pace © 5 keve Triumphant. f 


I 3 Take 
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Take my receipt in full I aſk but this. 
* To ſun myſelf in Huncamunca's eyes. 
King. Prodigious bold requeſt. | | 
S—_ + Be ſtill my ſoul, L Ade. 
Thumb. } My heart is at the — of your 
mouth, 
And waits its anſwer there. — Oh!] do not frown; 
I've try'd, to reaſon's tune, to tune my ſoul, 
But love did overwind and crack the ring, 
Tho' Jove in thunder had cry'd out, You suAx'r, 
I ihould have lov'd her ſtill— for oh ſtrange fate, 
Then when I lov'd her leaſt I lov'd her moſt ! 
King It is reſolv'd-—--the princeſs is your own. 
- Thamd. | Oh! happy, happy, happy, happy 
Thumb ! 
Qrreen, Conſider, Sir, reward your ſoldier's merit, 
Bur give not Huncamunca to Tom Thumb. 
King. Tom Thumb! Odzooks, my wide extended 
realm 
Knows not a name ſo glorious as Tom Thumb. 
Let Macedonia Alexander boaſt, 


» Don Carlos, in the Revenge, ſuns ak, in the charms of 


has Mittreſfs ; | 

D While in the luſtre of her charms I lay. 

+ A tragical phraſe much in uſe. 

his ſpeech hath been taken to pieces by ſeveral magical am- 
thors, who ſeem to have rifled it, and ſhared its beauties among 


My foul waits at the portal of thy breaſt, | 
To raviih from thy lips the welcome news. ANNA BULLEN. 


My foul ſtands liſtning at my ears. Cv R us the Great, 


I. ove to his tune my jarring heart woull bring, 
But reaſon overwinds and cracks the firing. D. of Gols E. 


I ihou'd have loy'd, 
Though 1 in muttering ill ander had forbid it. 
NEM SOPHONTSBA. 


nd when it ( my heart ) wild reſolves to love no more, 


len is the trium ahi of exceſſive love. | Ibidem. 
| Meſinith is one fourth leſs happy than Tom Thumb. 
Oh! happy, happy, happy. Ibidem. 


Let 


: 
1 


bh n * 
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Let Rome her Cæſars and her Scipios ſhow, 


Her Mefheurs France, let Holland boaſt Mynheers, 


Ireland her O's, her Macs let Scotland boaſt, 


Let England boaſt no other than Tom Thumb. 


uren. Tho' greater yet his boaſted merit was, 
He ſhall not have my daughter, that is pos. 

King. Ha! ſay'ſt thou, Dollallolla ! 

Queen I fay he ſhan't. 

King. * Then by our royal ſelf we ſwear you lie. 

Queen. T Who but a dog, who but a dog 


Would uſe me as thou doſt? Me, who have lain 


t Theſe twenty years ſo loving by thy fide; 

But I will be reveng'd. I'll hang myſelf, 

Then tremble all who did this match perſuade, 

For riding on a cat form high I'll fall, 

And ſquirt down royal vengeance on you all. 

_ F:2d. || Her majeſty the queen is in a paſſion. 
King. ©@ Be ſhe, or be the not — PV} to the girl 

And pave thy way, oh Thumb.—Now by ourſelf, 

We were indeed a pretty king of clouts | 

To truckle to her will. — For when by force 

Or art the wife her huſband over-reaches, 

Give him the petticoat, and her the breeches. 


No by myſclf. ANNA BULLEN, 


— Who cans'd 
This dreadful revolution in my fate, 
Uk:mar, Who but a dog, who but a dog? 
| LIBERTY ASSERTED, 


— A bride, | | 5 
Wo twenty years lay loving by your fide. BANKS. 


$ For torn upon a cloud from Eigh I'll fall, 
And rain down royal vengeance on you all. 
| ALBION QUEENS, 


| An infcrration very like this we have in the Tragedy of 
Love; where Cyrus having ſtormed in tlie moſt vicknt manncr, 
 Cyunares obſerves very calmly, 


Why, nephew Cyrus you are mov'd, 


| - 
© *Tis in your choice, | | 
Love me, or love me not, ConQVEsT OF GRANADA. 


Thumb, 
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Thumb.“ Whiſper ye winds, that Huncamunca 8 
mine; 
Echoes repeat, that Huncamunca's mine! 
The dreadful bus'neſs of the war is o'er, 
And beauty, heav'nly beauty! crowns my toils; 
I've thrown the bloody garment now afide, 
And hymeneal ſweets invite my bride. 

So when ſome chimney-ſweeper all the day, 
Hath through dark paths purſu'd the ſooty-way, 
At night, to waſh his hands and face he flies, 
And in his r'other ſhirt with his Brickduſta lies. 


SCENE IV. 


GRIZZLE, ſolu, 


F Where art thou, Grizzle! where are now wy 
| glorics? 

_ Where are the drums that waken thee to honour ? 
Greatne!s is a lac'd coat from Mcnmouth-ltreer, 
Which fortune lends us for a day to wear, 

To- morrow puts it on another's back. 

The ſpiteful ſun but yeſterday ſurvey d 

His rival high as Saint Paul's cupola: 

Now may he ſee me as Fleet - ditch laid low. 


SCENE v. 
QUEEN, GRIZ Zz LE. 


Qucen. Teach me to ſcold, prodigious- minded 
Grizzle. | 


Mountain of treaſon, ugly as the Devil, 

Teach this confounded hateful mouth of mine 

To ſpout forth words malicious as thyſelf, 
Words, which might ſhame all Bilin gf gate to ſpeak. 


There is not ore cant; in this ck: 'rming ſpecch, but what 
kat been Lorroned | y almoſt every tragick writer. 


+ Nr. Ranks has {1 wt a I could not fay too Krvilely) imitated 
is of Grizzic in Mis earl of FE flex. 


Where At tcliu E ſicx, Ee. 


} The Couneeis of Notingham in the Earl of Eſſez is anperent- 
ly GI que: 1520 a Delle. 


Criz. 
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Criz. Far be it from my pride to think my tongue 
Your royal ps can in that art inſtruct, 
W herein you ſo excel. But may I aſk, 5 
Without offence, wherefore my queen would ſcold ? 
Qucen. Wherefore? Oh! blood and thunder 
han't you heard 
(What ev'ry corner of the court reſounds) 
That little Thumb will be a great man made ? 
Cris. I heard it, I confefs—— for who, alas! 
Can always ſtop his ears — But wou'd my teeth, 
by grinding knives, had firſt been ſet on edge. 


Sucen. Would I had heard, at the Cill noon of 


night, 
The hallalloo of fire in every ſtreet ! 
Odibobs ! I have a mind to hang myſelf, 
To think I ſhou'd a grandmother be made 
By ſuch a raſcal.— Sure the King forgets, 
When in a pudding, by his mother put, 8 
The baſtard, by a tinker, on a ſtile 5 
Was dropp'd.—O, good Lord Grizzle! can I bear 
To ſee him from a pudding mount the throne ? 
Or can, Oh can! my Huncamunca bear 
To take a pudding's offspring to her arms ? 
Griz. Oh torror ! horror | horror! ceaſe, my 
queen, 5 . | 
+Thy voice, like twenty ſcreech-owls, wracks my brain. 
Queen. Then rouſe thy ipirit—we may yet prevent 
This hated match. | 
Griz. — We will?; not fate itſelf, 


Should it conſpire with Thomas Thumb, ſhould 


caule it. 
I'll ſwim through ſeas ; I'll ride upon the clouds; 
I'll dig the earth; I'll blow out ev'ry fire; 


_ * Grizzle was not probably poſſeſſed of that glew of Which Mr. 
Banks ſpeaks in his Cyrus. 5 
Fl glew my ears to every word. 


+ Ycreech-owls, dark ravens and amphibious morſters, 
Are ſereaming in that voice. MARY Q. or 9cors. 
+ The reader may ſee all the beauties of this ſpeech in a late 
Ode called the Naval Ly rick. | ru 
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I'll rave; I'll rant; Ui rife; Fill ruſh; I'll roar; 
Fierce as the man whom * ft miling dolphins bore, 
From the proſaick to poetick ſhore. 
I'll tear the nn into twenty pieces. 
Qucen. Oh, no! prevent the match, but hurt him 
not; 
For, tho' L would not Kave kim 3 my daughter, 
| Yet can we kill the man that kill'd the giants? 
Griz, I tell you, Nfadam, it ws all a trick, 
He — the giants firit, and then he kill'd them ; 
As fox-hunters bring toxes to the wood, | 
And then with hounds they drive them ont again. 
Pucen, How! have you ſeen no giants? Are there 
not 3 
Now, in the yard, ten thouſand proper giants? 
Griz. + Indeed, I cannot poſitively tell, 
But firmly do believe there is not one. 


Queen. Hence! trom my light ! thou traitor, hie 


away; 

By all my lars l thou envieſt Tom Thumb. 

Go. rr al! CU, I hie aw a7 i hie! — thou art 
A A ſetting dog, be g gone. 


Crix. 


* This epithet to a dolphin doth not give one ſo clear an idea as 
_ were to be wiſhed; a ſmiling fith ſeeming a Httle more difficult to 
be imagined than a fly ing-lith. Mr. Dryden is of opinion, that 

ſmiling is the property of reaſon, and that no irrational creature 


Can ſmile. 
Smiles not t allowed to beaſts, ſrom reaſon move. 
STATE OF INNOCENCE, 
+ Theſe lines are written in the ſame key with thoſe in the Ear! 

of Liicx. | 

Why ſay'ſt thou fo, I love thee well, indeed 

I do, and thou, ſhalt and by this, tis true. 
Or with this in Cyrus; | 

The moſt heroic mind that ever was. 
And with above Half of the modern tragedies. 


+ Ariftotle, in that exgellent work of his, which is very juſtly 
ſtiled his Maſter piece, earneſtly recommends uſing the tera:s of 
art, however coarſe or even indecent they way be. "Mr. Tate is of 
the ſame opinion. 


Bru. 
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Criz. Madam, I go. 
Tom Thumb thall feet the vengeance you have rais'd 
So, when two dogs are fighting in the ſtreets, 
With a third dog one of the two dogs meets, 
With angry teeth he bites him to the bone, 
And this dog ſmarts for what that Cog hath done. 


SCENE VII. 
QUEEN, ſola. 


And whither ſhall Igo? —— 4Alack-a-day ! 
I love Tom Thumb — But mult not teli him ſo; 
For what's a woman when her virtue's gone ! 
A coat without its lace ; wig out of buckle ; 
A locking with a hole in't-—-—1 can't live 
Without u my virtue, or without Tom Thumb. 
* hen let me weigh them in two equal ſcales, 
In this ſcale put my virtue, that Tom Thumb. 
Alas! Tom Thumb is heavier than my virtue. 
But hold — perhaps I may be left a widow : 
This match prevented, then Tom Thumb is mine: 
In that dear hope I will forget my pain. | 
So, when ſome wench to Tothill Bridewell's ſent, 
With beating hemp and flogging ſhe's content, 
She hopes in time to eaſe her preſent pain, 
At length is free, and walls the Greets again. 


Bru. Do not, like vouns hunks, fetch a courſe about, 
Yc nr 2 Tame Ilie 5 fur; : 
Fra. Do not fear it, 
Ile an{wcrs you in your own ba wii 2 Thraſe. 
IN 1 U R D I. G * E. 
I think theſe two great authorities are ſyTeient to ut ik Dolial- 
IF: in the uſe of the phraſe, ie away, hie! when in the 
f:me line ll. e fays ſhe is ipcasing tea tecting- dog. 
We mect with fiich another pair of {ales in Dreden's 1g 
Arthur. 
Arthur and Ofxald, ant their different fates, 
fre wrigking now within the ical of [3021 en. 
Alf; in Sebaitiin, 


Tiis hour my lot is wei i.ing in the tales. 


ACT 
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ACT IL SCENE 1 


SCENE, The Street. 
BAILIFF, FOLLOWER. 
| BAIILI ITT. 
OME on, my truſty follower, come on: 
This day diſcharge thy duty, and at night 

A double mug of beer and beer ſhall glad thee. 
Stand here by me, this way muſt Noodle paſs. 

Fallaav. No more, no more, Oh Bailiff! every 

word 

Inſpires my ſoul with virtue. Oh! I long 
To meet the enemy in the ſtreet — and nab him: 
To lay arreſting hands upon his back, 
And drag him trembling to the ſpunging-houſe. 

Bail. There, when I have him, I will ſpunge upon 

dim. 

* Oh! glorious thought! by the ſun, moon, and ſtars, 
I will enjoy it, tho” it be in thought ! 
Yes, yes, my follower, I will enjoy it. 

Follzww. Ex joy it then ſome other time, for now 
Our prey approackes. 

Batl. Let us retire, 


SCENE I 


TOM THUMB, NOODLE, BAILIFF, FOL- 


LOWER. 


Thumb. Truſt me, my Noodle, I am wondrous lick; 
For though | love the gentle Huncamunca, 
Yer at the thought of marriage I grow pale: 


For Oh 
I will unfold a tale will make thee ſtare. 


Nr. Pove is generally imagin'> to have taken ſome hints 
frem this ſeene in Ius character of Bajazet; but as he, ef all the 
tragick wiiters, bears the lat rcicrzl,ladce to cur author in his 


d' Qioa, am unwilling td imagine he would cor: acicend ty copy 


him in this particular. 

+ This mætliod of furpriſing an audience h. raiſng their expccta- 
tion co the bigbeſt pitch, and then bulk ing it, bath Lern practis d 
with great ficrels Ly t of our iragical authors. 

Need. 


+ but fear thou'lt keep it ever ſecret, 


5 


£2 


bi.) 
328 
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Nord. I ſwear by lovely Huncamunca's charms, 
Thunh. Then know ——* my grandmemma hath 
often ſaid, 

Tom Thumb, beware of marria 8 
Nod. Sir, I bluih 

To think a warrior great in arms as you, 

Should be affrivhte( by his grandmamma; 

Can an old woman's empty dreams deter 

The blooming hero from the virgin's arns ? 

Think of the joy that will your ſoul alarm, 

When in her fond embraces cla.y'd you lie, 

While on her panting breail diffolv'd in bis, 

You pour out all Tom Thumb in every ils. 
Than, Oh! Noodle, thou hait fir d my eager ſoul; 

Spite of my grandmother the fhall be mine; 

I'll hug, carets, LIl eat her up with love: 

Whole days, and nights, and years ſhall be too ſhort 

For our enjoyment, every fun thall riſe 

+ Bluſhing, to tee us in our bed together. | 
No:d. Oh, Sir! this purpole of your ſoul purſue. 
Bail. Oh, Sir! I have an action againſt you. 
Necd. At whoſe ſuit is it? 
Bail. At your taylor's, Sir. 


* Almeyda in Sebaſtlan is in tho ſme din refs; 
Sometimes methinks I hear this oragnu of pluaits, 
hin bollow ſonnads and lunenaltlc torcaws 

hen hke a dying (cho from afir, | 
My wother's veier that eiics 5, Ved not, Almeyda; 
Fo.@virn 'd, Almcyda, marriage is thy crime. 


+ As very well ke may, if he hath any mogciry inhim,“ for 
Mr. D S "Lhe acthor of Bulk; is exiroimely zealous _- pre- 
vent the ſon's bluſhing et any indecent objec: ; and therefore on all 
{1h oceattons he addreiics mel to tic fad, and ackries lim 10 
Ke. p out of the way, 


Riſe never more, O ſun ! let night prevail, 


Eternal darkneſs cloſe the worl.! Es wide freue. Duzr!Ris 
Hun hide thy face, and put the world in mourning. ibid. 


Mr. Banks mahes the fan perform the oſce of Hymen; and 
therefore not likely to be ditgatted et uch a figlit; 
The fun ſets ſarth like a gay brideman with you. 


| MARY Q. of 8d. 
Vo. ll. K Your 
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Yorr taylor put this warrant in my hands, 
And arreſt you, Sir, at his commands. 
n. la! dogs! Arreſt my friend before my ſace! 
'T ink you Tom Thumb will inffer this diſgrace! 
Bur let vain cowards threaten by their wor d, 
Jom Ihumb ſhall ſhew his anger by his ſword. 
[ Aills the bails "4 and bis follower, 
hail. Oh, I am ſlain! 
Leal. Jam murdered alfo, 
And to the thades, the ditmal ſhades below, 
My bait! a s faithful tollower I go. 
Nd. Go then to hell like raſeals as you are, 
And give our fervice to the bailitf's there. 
Thimb, Thus perith all the baflifls in the land, 
Till debtors at noon-day ſhall walk the —— 
Aud no one icar a bailiitf or his wric, 


| SCENE- HI. 
Tie Princeſs HUNCAMUNCA's Apartment. 
EUNCAMUNCA, CLEORA, M STAC HA. 
Hunc, + Give me ſome muſick - ſee that it be fad. 
. CLEORA Aug.. 
| J. 
Cupid, eaſe a love- ſick maid, 
Pring thy quiver to her aid; 
Wich equal arCor wound the ae: 
Beauty itould never ſigh in vain, 
5 
Let him feel the pleaſing ſmart, 
Drive the arrow through his keart ; 
When one you wonnd, you then deſtroy ; ; 
When both you kill, you kill with joy, 


3. Neurmabal {znds the me meſi: de to heav en; 
For! word have zou, u hen YOu 0D ards mov E, 
Speck kindly of ns to eur friends abo e. AUAKENGZEBE, 
We find another to hell, in the Perſian Filuceſs; 


Vuiliin, get thee down 
To hell, and tell them that the fray” $ begun. 


Antony gives the fame command in the farac rel. 


Func 
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Hunc. * O Tom Thumb! Tom Thumb! wh. re- 


fore art thou Tom Thumb? 
Why kadit thou not been born of roval race? 
Why had not mighty Bantam been thy tithes 
Or elle the kl 2 of Zrentiord , Oli or New: 
Muff, I am turpris'd that your klighneis can give 
your lelr a moment's uneaſine!s : tour that little int: * — 
nincant SS, + Tora Thumb the Greit—one pro- 
percr for a play thing than a huſhand.— Were hein 
huſband, his horns nould be as long us his boity.--! 1 
vou had fallen in love with a grenad! er. | thonla bot 
have wonder'd at it. — If vou La fallen in love wich 
fonctiung ; 3 but to fall in love with nothing ! 
Ilan. C eaſe, my NMuft: Fd on thy duty Ceait. 
The Zephyr, when in flow'ry v ales it plays, 
Is not fo ſoft, ſo west as Thummy's bre ah. 
The dove is not ſo gentle to its vs, 

M. The dove is every bit as proper ſor a hn 
band. Alas! Madam, there's not a beau about the 
court locks ſo little like a man.—He is a perfed but- 
terſly, a thing without ſubſtance, and alm without 

 þ ithadow too. 

Hunc. This rudeneſs is unſeaſonable; deſiſt, 

Or I ſhall think this railing comes from love. 

Tom Thumb's a creature of that charming ſorm, 

That no one can abuſe, unlels they love km. 


Mut. Madam, the king. 


NES ary 


SCENE Ir. 
KING, HUNCAMUNCA. 


Kings, Let all but Huncamunca leave the room. 
[Exe Cleora and Muſtacha. 
Daughter, I have obſerved of late ſome grief 
Unulual in your countenance — your eyes, 


* Oh! Marius, Marius, whereſore art thorn 7. Iarius? 
| OrwaAY's Makes.“ 


+ Nothing is more commor Wan thife ſeeming cont radictions; 


ſuch as, 
lp tau: rhty weakneſs, VICITII. 
1 Cscat ſmall world. | | Noan's Finn, 


K 3 | That - 
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That like two open windows, us'd to fhew 


The lovely beauty ct the rooms within, 
Have now two blinds before them. What is the cauſe ? 
Say, have you not enough of meat and drin? 
We've giv'n ſtrict orders not to have you ſtinted. 
Hunc Alas! my Lord, I value not mylelf. 
* once | eat two fowls and half a pig; 
Small is that praiſe! but oh! a maid may want 
What the can neither eat nor drink, 
Xing. What's that? 
Hunc O ſpare my bInſhes! but I mean a huſband. 
Xing. if chat be all, 1 have provided one, 


I. hath {nmprov'd this metaphor. 


Doſt thea not view Joy pceping from my eyes, 

The caſfements ©pen'd wide to gauze on thee ? 

do Rome's glad citizens to windows riſe, 

When they tome young triumpher fain would ſee. 
GLORIAN 4. 


+ Almahide hath the ſame mtg for theſe appetites : 


To eat and drink can no perfection be. | 
CONQUEST OF Graxaps. 


The Earl of Eſſex is of a different opinion, and ſcems to place 
the chief happineſs cf a general therein. 


Were but commanders half fo well rewarded, | h 5 
Then they might eat. | Baxks's Earl of Eſſex. 


_ Tug if we may believe ene, who knows more than either, the 
v1 himfelf 3 we ſnall find cating to be of more moment than is 
de — V [magincd. | | 


Gods are im:ncrtal only by their food. ; = 
LuciriaR in the State of Innocence. 


3 


This expreſſion is cnough of itſelf (fays Mr. D s) vt- 
terly to deitroy the ch: rafter of Euncamunca : * yet we find a 
woman of no abandon'd character in Dryden adventuring fartbher, 
and thus cxcrling hericlf ; | [| 


To ſpeak our wiſhes firſt, forbid it pride, 
Forbid it modelty : true, they forbid it, 

But Nature does not : when we are athirſt, 
Or hungry, will imperious Nature ſtay, BD 1 
Nor cat, nor drink, before 'tis bid fall on. CL ZO EN ESG. 7 


Caſfindra ſpeaks before ſhe is aſked : Huncamunca afterwards. 
Caſſandra ſpeaks her wiſhes to ker lover: Huncamunca only to her 
father. 


A kuſoand 
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A huiband great in arms, whoſe warlike ſword 
Streams with the ycllow blood of flaughter'd d giants, ; 
Whote name in Terra lncognita is know n, 
Whoſe valour, wiſdom, virtue make u noiſe, 
Great as the kettle drums of twenty armies. 
Hunc. Whom does my royal father mean? 
Ring. Tom 3 
Hung. Is it poſſible! 
King. Ha! the window: blinds arc gone, 
* A country-dauce ot joy 1s itt your face, 
Your eyes ſpit fire, your ch2e%s grow red as beef. 
| Hunc. O, there 3 il mag! Che muſic K in tha und, ; 
Enough to turn me into bet indeed. 
Yes, L will own, fince licens'd by your ward, 
I'll own Tom Thumb the caute of atl my grief. 
For him I've ſigh'd, I've wept, I've gnawed ny thee: 
King. On! "thew halt naw thy tender ſheets na 
more, | | 
A huſband thou ſhalt have to mumble now. 
unc. Oh! happy ſound! hencetorth let no one“ 
That tluncainunca hall lead apes in hell, 
Oh! I am overjoy'd! 
King. | ſee thou art. 
+ Joy lightens in thine eyes, and thunders Tom thy. 
| brows; 
Tranſports, like kleine, dart along thy ſoul, 
As ſmall-thot thro” a hed: ge. 
3 Hunc. Oh! jay not im: all. 


. King. T his happy news lull on our tongue ride poſt, 
Ourſelt will bear the happy news to 1“ humb 
$ Yet think not, daughter, that your powerful charms 
Maſt yet detain the hero from his arms 
a Her eyes reſiſtleſs magieæk heir, 
E82 Angels, I ice, and 30 ds acc wnciag tire, 
|| | „ Lais Sor Hesel. 
f Mr. Dennis, in that execlent trag, J call'd Licerty Ar. i. 
which is thought to have givea fo great a. robe: to the late Pr „ 
| king, nth frequent i imitations of Us Drautiful ſpeceh of Ring 
8. 1 Arthur; 3 * 1 


Conqueſt light” ning in his cyce, and thund ring i in Lis arm: 
Joy liahten'd in her eyes. 


Joys lixe lig\.Cning dart along my foul. 
3 Various 
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Various his duty, various his delight ; 

Now in his turn to kiſs, and now to 6ght ; ; 

And uow to kits again. 50, megkty © Jove, 
When with exceflive thund' ring tir'd above, 
Comes down to earth. and takes a bb and then 
Flies to his trade of thund'ring back again. 


SCENE TY, 
GRIZZLE, HUNCAMUNCA. 


+ Griz., Oh! Huncamunca, Huncamunca, oh! 
Thy pouting breaſts, like kettle drums of braſs, 
Beat everlailing loud alarms of joy; 

As bright as braſs they are, and oh, as hard; 
Oh Huncamunca. Huncamvnca, oh! 

Hunc. Ha! doſt thou know me, princeſs as I am, 
+ That thus of me you dare to make your game. 

Cris Ci }juncamunca, well | know that you 
A princeſs are, and a king's daughter too! 

Bu: love no meanneſs ſcorns, no grandeur fears ; 
Love often lords into the cellar bears, 

And bids the flurdy porter come up ſtairs. 
For what's too high for love, or what's too low! 
Gh Huncamunca. Huncamunca, oh! 

[Tunc. But granting all you ſay of love were true, 
Niy love, alas! is to another due! 


7346, with exceſſive thundr' ing tir'd above, 
(orc: down for cafe, enjoys a nymph, and then 
Mounis dread ful, and to thund'ring gocs again. GLORIANA, 


„Ibis beautiful line, which ought, ſays Mr. We—, to be 
written in gold, is imitated in the new Sophoniſba; 


Oh! Sop: noniſba, Sophoniſba, oh 
Oh! Narva, Narva, ch ! 

he author of a ſong, called Duke upon Duke, hath 3 improv d it, 
Alas! O Nick, 0 Nick, alas! 


Wiere, by the help of a little falſe ſpelling, you | have two mean- 
11135 in the repeated words. 


+ Eclith, in the Eloody Brother, ſpeaks to her lover in the fine 
{..miliar lan guage ; 


| : it af . 
Your grace is fall of game, 


in 


me 


ox D ** 


In yain to me a ſuitoring you come, 


Advis'd by me, the worthleſs baby thun, 


It is impoſlible to be unkind. 
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For I'm already promis'd to Tom Thumb. 
Griz. And can my princeſs ſuch a durgen wed, . 
One fitter for your pocket than your bed! 


Or you will ne'er be brought to bed of one. 

Oh take me to thy arms, and never flinch, 

Who am a man by [Jupiter ev'ry inch. 

* Then while in joys together loſt we lie, 

I'll preſs thy ſoul while gods ſtand withing by. 
Hunc. If, Sir, what you inſinuate you prove, 

All obſtacles of promite you remove ; 

For all engagements to a man mult fall, 

Whene'er that man is prov'd no man at all. 
Cris Oh let him ſeek ſome dwarf, ſome fairy mifs, 

Where no joint-iioo] muſt lift him to the kiſs. 

zut by the ſtars and glory you appear 

Much fitter for a Pruſſian grenadier ; 

One globe alone on Atlas' ſhoulders reſts, 

Two globes are leſs than Huncamunca's breaſts : 

The milky-way is not ſo white, that's flat, 

And ſure thy breaſts are full as large as that. 
Hunc. Oh, Sir, ſo ſtrong your eloquence I find, 


Griz. Ah! ſpeak that o'er again, and let the 
+ ſound 
From one pole to another pole rebound ; 
The earth and ſky each be a battledoor, 
And keep the ſound, that ſhuttlecock, up an hour; 
To Doctors-Commons for a licence I, 
Swift as an arrow from a bow will fly, 
Hunc. Oh no leſt ſome diſaſter we ſhould meet, 
Twere better to be marry'd at the Fleet. 


FTraverſe the glitt'ring chambers of the {ky, 
Born on a cloud in view of fate I'll lie, 


And preis her ſoul while gods ſtand wiſhing by. 


| HAN RIBAL, 
+ Let the four winds from diſtant corners meet, 
And on their wings firſt bear it into France; 
Then back again to E-lina's proud walls, 
Till victim to the found th'aſpiring city falls. 
| ALBION QUEENS, 
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Sri. Forbid it, all ye powers, a princeſs ſhould 
By that vile place contaminate her blood; _ 
My quick return ſhall to my charmer prove 
1 travel on the * poſt-horſes of love. 3 
Hunc. Thoſe poſt-horſes to me will ſeem too flow, 
Tho' they ſhould fly ſwift as the gods, when they 
Ride on behind that poſt-boy, Opportunity. 


SCENE IV. 
TOM THUMB, HUNCAMUNCA, 


Thumb, Where it my princeſs, where's my Hunca- 
munca? 
Where are thoſe eyes, thoſe cardmatches of love, 
That + light up ail with love my waxen ſoul? 
Where is that face, which artful Nature made 
+ In the ſame moulds where Venus ſelf was caſt ? 
Hunc. 


* I do not remember any metaphors ſo frequent in the tragick 
poets, as thoſe borrow'd from riding poſt; 


The gods and opportunity ride poſt. HANNIBAL. 
— Let's ruſh together, : 

For death rides peſt. Dux x oF GUISE. 
Deſtruction gallops to thy murder poſt. GLORIAN A. 


+ This image too very often occurs; 


bright as v hen the eye 
Firſt lighed up Cur loves. | Au RENGZ EE k. 


This not a crown alone lights up my name. BuSIRIS, 


{ Therc is a great diſſention among the poets concerning the me- 


thod of 3 man. One tells his miſtreis, thut tlie mold the was 


made in being loſt, Heaven cannot form ſuch anther. Lucifer, 
in Dry den, gives a merry deſcription of his own formation; 
Whem heaven neglecting, made and ſcarce deſign'd, 
But threw me in for number to the reſt. | 
| STATE of INNOCENCE, 
In one place the ſame poet ſuppoſes man to be made of metal; 
I was formed | 
Of th coaric metal, which when ſac was made, 


The Gods threw by for rubbiſh. ALL FOR Love. | 


In 


n 
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Hunc. * Oh! what is mnſick to the ear that's deaf, 
Or a gooſe-pye to him that has no taſte ? 
What are thete praifes now to me. ſince I 
Am promis'd to another? | 
Thumb Ha! promis'd ? 
Hunc. Too fure; 'tis written in the book of fate. 
Thumb. + Then | will tear away the leaf 
Wherein it's writ, or if late won't allow 
So large a gap within it's journal-book, 
I'{l blot it out at leaſt. 


In another uf dough ; 


When the Gods moulded vp the paſte of man, 
Some of their clay was left upon their nunds, 


And ſo they made Egytians, CLEOMENES, 
In another of el ws 
Rubbiſh of remaining clay, SEBASTIAN. 
One makes the ſoul of wax; 
ler waxen foul begins to melt apace. ANNA BULLEN. 


Another of flint; 


Sure our two ſouls have ſomewhere been acquainted 
In former beings, or ſtruck ont together, | 
One ſpark to Africk flew, and one to Portugal. SEBASTIANs 


To omit the great quantities of iron, brazen and leaden fouls 
which are ſo plenty in modern authors cannot omit the dreſs of 
a foul as we find it in Dryden; | | 


Souls ſhirted but with air. | King ARTHUR” 


Nor can I paſs by a particular ſort of ſoul in a particulas fort of 
deſcription, in the New Sophoniſba. | | 
Ye myſtcricus powers, 
—— Whether tl ro' your gleomy dephts I wander, 
Or on the mountains walk, give me the cilm, 
The ſteady ſmiling ſoul, u here witdom ſucds 
Eternal ſun- ſhine, and cternal joy. 


* This line Mr. Banks has plunder'd entire in his Anna Bullen. 


Good heaven! the book of fate heſore me lay, 
> But to tear cut che journal of that day. 
4 Or if the order of the world bclow, 
Will not the gap of one whole day allow, 
Cive me that minute when the made her vow. 
. | | | CoN CES OF GRANADA. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


GLUMDALCA, TOM THUMB, HUNCA- 
| © MUNCA. 


Glum. * T need not aſk if you are Huncamunca, 
Your brandy-noſe procluims— 
Func. I ama princeſs; 
Nor need I atk who you are, 
Gum. A gianteſs; 
The qucen of thoſe who made and unmade queens. 
Hunc. The man, whole chief ambition is to be 
My ſweetheart, hath deſtroy'd theſe mighty giants. 
Glum Your ſweetheart? Doſt thou think the man, 
who once „ 
Hath worn my eaſy chains, will e'er wear thine ? 
Hunc Well may your chains be eaſy, ſince, if fame 
Says true, they have been try'd on tweaty huſbands, 
+ The vlove or boot, ſo many times pull'd on, | 
May well fit ealy on the hand or foot. 8 
Clum. I glory in the number, and when I 
Sit poorly down. like thee, content with one, 
Heaven change this face for one as bad as thine. 
Hunc. Let me tee ncarer what this beauty is, 
That captivates the heart of men by ſcores. 
[ Holds a cantle to her face. 
Oh! Heaven, thou art as ugly as the devil, 
Glum: You'd give the belt of ſhoes within your ſhop 
To be but half ſo handſome. 
Hunc. Since you come 


I know fome of the commentators have imagined, that Mr. 
Dryden, in the altercative ſcene between Cleopatra and Octavia, a 
ſcene which Mr. Addiſon inveighs againſt with great bitterneſs, is 
much beholden to cur author. How juſt this their obtervation is, 
I will not preſume to determine. 


| + * A cobling poet indeed,” ſays Mr. D. and yet I believe we 
may find as monſtrous images in the tragick authors: I'll put 
down one; | 
Untie your folded thoughts, and let them dangle looſe as a 
bride's hair, as INJU&'D LOVE. 
Which line ſcems to have as much title to a milliner's ſhop, as our 
mithox's to a ſhoemaker's, 
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* To that, T'il put my beauty to the teſt : | 
Tom Thumb, 'm yours, if you with me will go. 
Clu m. Oh! ſtay Lom Thumb, and you alone ſhall 
= | 
That bed where twenty giants us'd to lie. 
Thumb. In the balcony that o'erhangs the ſtage, 


119 


I've ſeen a whore two 'prentices engage; 


One half a crown does in his fingers hold, 


The other thews a little piece of gold; 


She the halt guinea witely does purloin, 

And icaves the larger aud the baſer coin. 
Glam. Left, ſcorn'd, and loath'd for ſuch a chit as 

this . 

+I feel che ſtorm that's riſing in my mind, 

Termpeils, and whirlwinds riſe, and roll and roar. 

I'm all within a hurricane, as if 

+ The world's four winds were pent within my carcaſe. 

Confuſion, horror, murder, guts and death! 


SCENE VIII. 
KING, GLUMDALCA. 


King. Sure never was ſo fad a king as I! 
++ My life is worn as ragged as a coat 


 . * Mr. L takes occafion in this place to commend the orgat 
care of our author to preſerve the metre of blank verſe, in which 
Shakeſoear, Johnſon and Fletcher were to notoriouſly negligent ; and 
the moderns, in imitation of eur author, to laudably obtcrvant ; 
| | Then does 

Your majeſty believe that he can be 

A traitor ! | EAR. or ESSEx. 
Every page of Sophoniſba gives us inſtance; of this excellence. 


+ Love mounts and rolls about my ſtormy rind. AuRER NS. 
Tempeſts and whirlinds thro' my botum move. CLEO. 
t With ſuch a furious tempeſt on his brow, 
As if the world's four winds were pent within 
His blu{t'ring carcate. . ANNa BULLEY, 
3 
Verba Tragica. 


** "This ſpeech has been terribb» maul'd by the poet. 


4+ Nv life is worn to ris; 


Not worth a prince's wearing. Love TaIUMPHANE. 


A beggar 
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A beggar wears; a prince ſhould put it off, 
To love a captive and a gianteſs. | | 
Oh love! Oh love! how great a king art thou! 
My tongue's thy trumpet, and thou trumpeteſt, 
Unknown to me, within me. + Oh Glumdalca! 
Heaven thee deſign'd a gianteſs to make, 

But an angelic ſoul was ſhuffled in. 

{ I am a multitude of walking grieſs, 

And only on her lips the balm is found, 

To ſpread a plailter that might cure them all. 
Glum. What do I hear? F 
King. What do I ſee? 

Clum. Oh! 
King. Ah! 
Glum, ** Ah! wretched queen! 
King. Oh! wretched king! 


» Muſt I beg the pity of my ſlave? 
Muſt a king beg! But love's greater king, 
A tyrant, nay, a devil that poſſeſſes me, 


He tunes the organ of my voice and tpeaks, 


Unknown to me, within nie. | SEBAST. 
+ When thou were form'd heaven did a man begin; | 
But a drute ſoul by chunce was ſhuffled in. AURENG. 
t T am a murine | 
Of walking gricts. NEW SOHO. 
I will take thy ſcorpicn blood, 
And lay it to my grief till I have caſe. AxNA BUL1.. 


Our author, who every where ſhe as his great penetration into 
human nature, here owutdoes himſelf: where a leis judicious poet 
would have ra fed a long ſcene of whining love, he, who under- 
ſtood the paſſions better, and that fo violent an atiection as this mult 
be too big for utterance, chuſes rather to fend his characters of in 
this ſullen and dulefut manner; ii which admirable conduct, he is 
imitated by the author of the juſtly celebrated Eurydice. Dr. Young 
icems to point at this violence of paſſion : | 
 Pafion choaks 
Their werds, and they're the ſtat nes of deſpair. 


And Seneca tells us, © Curæ leves loquuntur, ingentes ſtupent,” 
The ſtory of the Egyptiin king in Herodotus i; too well knoan to 
nec to bc inſerted; | refer the more corious reader to the excelicnr 
Montagne, who hath vrittca an city on this fubjeR. 


— — 
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Clum. * Ah! 
King. Oh! 


SCENE H. 


TOM THUMB, HUXCAMUNCA, PARSON. 


Parſon. Happy's the wooing that's not long a 
doing; 
For, if I gueſs right, Tom Thumb this night 
Shall give a being to a new Tom Thumb, 
_ Thumb, It ſhall be my endeavour ſo to do. 
Hunc. Oh! fy upon you, Sir, you make me bluſh, 
Thumb. It is the virgin's fign, and ſuits you well: 
11 know not where, nor how, nor what I am; 
I I'm fo tranſported, I have loit myſelf. 
Huns Forbid it, all ye ſtars, for you're ſo ſmall, 
That were you lolt you'd find yourſelf no more. 
So the unhappy ſempſtreſs once, they ſay, 
Her needle in a pottle, loſt, of hay; 


In 
* To part is death — 
| "Tis death to part. 
— Ak. --- | 8 | 
— Oh. Dox CAx Los. 
+ Nor know I whether. | 
What am I, who or where. | BUS IRIS. 


I was I know not what, and am I know not how. 
| GLORlANA, 
To underſtand ſufficiently the beauty of this paſſage, it will le 
neceſlary that we comprehend every man to contain two felfs. I thall 
not attempt to prove this from piilotophy, which the poets make 
Jo plainly evident. TO. | 
One runs away from the other ; 
Let me demand your majeſty, 


Why fly you from youriclf ! D. of Guis v. 
In a 24, one ſelf is a guardian to the other: 
Leave me the care of me. | CONQ. OF GRAN, 
Again, 
Myſelf am to myſelf leſs near. Ii. 
In the ſame, the firit ſelf is proud of the ſccond; 
I myſelf am proud of me. STATE OF Inx0. 
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In vain ſhe look'd, and look'd, and made her moan, 
For ah the needle was for ever zone, 

Parſon. Long may they live, and love, and propa- 

ate, | 

Till the whole land be peopled with Tom Thumbs. 
* So when the Cheſhire cheeſe a maggot breeds, 
Another and another ſtill fucceess: - 
By thoutands and ten thoulinds they increaſe, 
Till one continued maggot fills the rotten cheeſe, 


SCENE Xx. 
NOCDLE, ard ther. GRIZZLE. 


Ngod. + Sure Nature means to break her ſolid chain, 
Or elſe nufix the world, and in a rage 
To hurl it from its axle-tree and hinges; 
All things are fo conius'd; the king's in love, 
The 
In a third, diſtruſtinl of him; 
Fain would I tell, but whiſper it in my ear, 
That none beides might hear, niy not myſelf. 


. E. or ESssER. 
In a 4th, honours him; | 


I honour Rome, 


And honour too myſelf. SOPHONITSBA. 
Tn a 5th, at variance with him; 

Leave me not thus at varia ce with myſelf. Bus rRIS. 
Agzin, in a 6th ; | 

I tind myſelf divided from myſclf. MEDEA. 

She ſeemed the ſad cifivies of herſelf. BAN KS. 


Aſſiſt me, Zulema, if thou woullſt he 
"the friend thou feemeſt, aſſiſt me againſt me. | 
| | ALBION QUEENS. 
From all which it appears that there are two ſelfs; amt therefore 


Tom Thumb's loſing himtelf, is no ſuch foleciſm as it hath been 


repreſenicd by men, rather ambitious of criticiſing, than gualiſy'd 
to criticize. 

Mr. F 
his ſimile. 
+ Our author hath been plunder'd here, according to cuſtom, 

Great Nature, break thy chain that links together 
J he fabrick of the world, and make à chaos, 
Like that within my ſoul. Lovs Triunen. 


rmn— tc 


imagines this parſon to have been a Welſh one from 
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The queen is drunk, the princeſs married is. 
Griz. Oh! Noodle, haſt thou Huncamunca ſeen ? 
| Need. I've ſeen a thouſand lights this day, where 
none 
Are by the wonderful bitch herſelf outdone, 
The king, the queen, and all the court are fights. 
Griz. * D n your delay, you trifler, are you 
drunk, ha? 
J will not hear one word but Huncamunca. 


Nozd. By this time ſhe is marry'd to Tom Thumb, 


_ Criz, F My Huncamunca ! 
Nood. Your Huncamunca, | 
Tom Thumb's Huncamunca, every man's Hunca- 
munca. 


Griz. If this be true, all womankind are damn d. 
Nod. If it be not, may | be ſo myſelf. 
| Griz..See where the comes! I'll not believe a word 
Againſt that face, upon whoſe 5 ample brow 
Sits innocence with majeſty enthron'd. | 


GRIZZLE, HUNCAMUNCA. 


Griz. Where has my Huncamunca been ? See here 
The licence in my hand! | 
Hunc. Alas! Tom Thumb. 
Griz. Why doſt thou mention him? 
Hunc. Ah me! Tom Thumb. 
Griz, What means my lovely Huncamunca ? 
Hunc. Hum! 
Criz. Oh! ſpeak. 
Hunc. Hum ! 


—— Startle Nature, unſix the globe, 
And hurl it trom its axle-tree and hinges, 


ALZION rue 


The tott'ring earth Sonia ſliding off its props. 


* your dclay, ye torturers proceed, 
I will nor hear oae word but Almahide. 


+ Mr. Dryden hath imitated this in All for Love. 
4 This Miltonie ſtile abounds in the New Sophoniſba, 


And on her ampic brow 
Sat majeſty. 


Cong. oF aaa. 


L 8:  Criz, 
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Griz. Ha! your every word is hnm : 
* You force me ſtill to anſwer you, Tom Thumb. 
Tom Thumb, I'm on the rack, I'm in a flame, 
+ Tom Thumb, Tom Thumb, Tom "TOO, you love 

the name; 
So pleaſing is that ſound, that were you dumb, 
You ſtill would find a voice to cry, Tom Thumb. 
Hunc. Oh! be not haſty to proclaim my doom, 
My ample heart for more than one has room ; 
A maid, like me, Heav'n form'd at leaſt for two, 
11 married him, and now I'll marry you. 

Cris. Ha! dot thou own thy falſehood to my face? : 
Think'it thou that I will thare thy huſband's r * 
Since to that office one cannot ſuffice, 

And fince you ſcorn to dine one fingle diſh on, 

Go, get your huſband put into commiſſion. 
Commiſſione rs to diſcharge (ye Gods) it fine is, 
The duty of a huſband to your highneſs; 

Vet think not long I will my rival bear, 

Or uareveng'd the lighted willow wear; 

The gloomy, brooding tempeſt, now confin'd 
Withm the hollow caverns of my mind, 

In dreadful whirl ſhall roll along the coaſts, 
Shall thin the land of all the men it boaſts, 
| And 2 ev'ry chink of hell with ghoſts. 


* Your every anſwer ſtill ſo ends in that, 5 
Lou force me ſtill to anſwer you Morat.  AURENG. 


+ Morat, Morat, Morat, you love the name. Ibid. 


Here is a ſentiment for the virtuous Huncamunca! (ſays Mr. 
D 5), and yet, with the leave of this great man, the virtuous 
Panthea in C. yrus, hath an heart every whit as ample; 


For two I muſt confeſs are gods to me, 
Which is my Abradatus firtt, and thee. 
CYrRuUs the Great. 


Nor is the lady i in Love Triumphant more reſerv d, * not ſo 
intelligible. 


l 2m fo divided, 
That I yrieve molt for both, and love both molt. 


A ridiculous ſuppoſition to any one who conſiders the great and 
extenhive largencſs of hell, ſays a commentator : but not ſo to thoſe 
who conſider the great expanlion. of immaterial fubſtance. Mr. 

Banks 
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* So have I ſeen, in ſome dark winter's day, 
A ſudden ſtorm ruſh down the tky's high-way, 
Sweep thro? the ſtreets with terrible ding dong, 


Gulh thro” the ipouts, and waſh whole crouds along. 


The crouded ſhops the thronging vermin ſkreen, 

Together cram the dirty and the clean, 

And not one ſhoe-boy in the ſtreet is ſeen. 
Hunc. Oh, fatal rathnels ! thould his fury flay 

My hapleſs bridegroum on his wedding day 

I, who this morn of two choſe which to wed, 

May go again this night alone to bed. 

+ So have I ſeen ſome wild unſettled fool, 

Who had her choice of this and that joint-ſtool; 


Banks makes one foul to be ſo expanded, that heaven could ne: 
contain it; | | 
The heavens are all too narrow for ker ſoul. „„ 
I, | VikTuUuE BzeTRAY'D. 
The Perſian Princeſs hath a paſſage not n1like the author of this 
We will ſend ſuch thoals of murder'd fluves, 
Shall glut hell's empty regions. 


This threatens to fill hell even tho? it was empty; Lord Grizzle, 


only to fill up the chinks, tuppoſing the reit already full. 
* Mr. Addiſon is generally thought to have had this ſimile in his 


eye, when he wrote that beautiful one at the end of the third act o 


his Cato. | 


+ This beautiful ſimile is founded on a proverb, which does ho- 


nour to the Engliik language; | 
Between two ſtools the brecch falls to the ground. 


I am not fo well pleaſed with any written remains of the ancients, 
as with thoſe little aphoriſms which verbal tradition hath deliverc«! 
down to us, under the title of Proverbs. It were to be withed, tliut. 
inſtead of filling their pages with the fabulous theology of the pagans, 
our modern poets would think it worth their while to enrich the 
works with the proverbial fayings of their anceſtors. Mr. Dryden 
hath chronicled one in heroick ; 


Two ifs ſcarce make one poſſibility, 


CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 


My lord Bacon is of opinion, that whatever is known of arts and 


ſciences might he proved to have lurked in the Proverbs of Solomon, 


I am of the fame opinion in relation to thoſe abovementioned : at 
leaſt I am confident, that a more perfect ſyſtem of ethicks, as well 
as economy, might be compiled out of them than is at preſent ex- 
tant, either in the works of the ancient philoſophers, or thoſe more 
valuable, as more voluminous ones of the modern divines. 


L z To 
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To give the preference to either loth, 
And fondly coveting to fit on both: 


While the two ſtools her fitting part confound 
Between 'em both fall ſquat upon the ground. 


7 


ACT W. SCENE 1 
SCENE, Xing Arthur's Palace. 


* GHOST, /lus. 


FAIL! ye black horrors of midnight's midnoon 
Ye fairies. goblins, bats and ſcreech-owls, hail ! 

And Oh! ye mortal watchmen, whoſe hoarſe throats 
Tb' immortal gholts dread croakings counterfeit, 
All bail! Je dancing fantoms, who by day, 
Are ſome condemn'd to faſt, ſome feaſt in fire; | 
Nou play in church-yards, ſkipping o'er the graves, 
To the + loud muſick of the ſilent bell, 
All hall! 


Of all the particulars in which the medern ſtage falls ſhort of 
he ancient, there is none ſo much to be lamented as the great ſcar- 
city cf ghoſts. Whence this procecds I will not preſume to deter- 


mine. Some are of opinion, that the moderns are unequal to that 


_ Fublime language which a gheſt ought to ſpeak. One fays, ludi- 
croufly, that ghoſts are out of faſhion; another, that they are pro- 
prrer for comedy; forgetiing, I ſuppoſe, that Ariſtotle hath told 
us, that a gho!t is the ſoul of tragedy ; for fo I render the Hvxy d 
30> Tus T u Ng, which NM. Dacier, amongſt others, hath 
miſtaken ; I tuppoſe miſled by not un{erſtaading the Fabula of the 
Latins, which ſigniſies a Ghoſt as well as Fable. | 


“ Te premet nox, fabulæque manes.” HoR. 


Of all the ghoſts that have ever appeared on the ſtage, a very learned 
- and judicious foreign critick gives che preference to this of our au- 
thor. Iheſe are his words, ſpeaking of this tragedy; 

Nec quidquam in illà admirabilius quam phaſma quod- 
dam horrendum, quod omnibus aliis ſpectris, quibuſcum ſcatet An- 
— tragædia, longè (pace D—yfii V. Doctiil. dixcrim) præ- 
milerim.“ 


+ We have already given inſtances of this figure. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE II. 
KING and GHOST. 

Xing. What noiſe is this What villain dares 
At this dread hour, with feet and voice profane, 
Diſturb our royal walls? 

Ghoſt. One who defies 
Thy empty power to hurt him; * one who dares 

Walk in thy bed-chamber. 

King. Preſumptuous ſlave ! 

Thou dieſt. 
baſt. Threaten others with that word, 
+ I am a ghoſt, and am already dead. 
King. Ye ſtars ! tis well; were thy laſt hour to 
come 

This moment had been it; 1 10 by thy ſhroud 
I'll pull thee backward, ſqueeze thee to a bladder, 
Till thou doſt groan thy nothingneſs away. 
Thou fly'ſt! 1 well. [Ghoft retires. 


* Almanzor reaſons in the ſame manner; 
A ghoſt [I'll be, 


2 from a ghoſt, you know, no place is free. 
CONQUEST OF GRANADA: 


4 * The man who writ this wretched pun (ſays Mr. D.) would 
have picked your pocket: * which he proceeds to ſnew not only bad 
in itſelf, but dul ly ſo on fo ſolemn an occaſion. And yet in that 
excellent play of Liberty Aſſerted, we find ſomething very much 
_ reſembling a pun in the mouth of a miſtreſs, who is parting with 
the lover the is foud of; 


Ul. Oh, mortal woe! one kiſs, and then f:rewel. 
Irene. "The Gods have given to others to fare well. 
O miſerably mult Irene fare. 


Agamemnon, in the Victim, is full as facetious on the moſt ſo- 
lemn occaſion, that of ſacrificing his daughter; 


Yes, daughter, yes; you will aſſiſt the prieſt ; 
Yes, your mult offer up your —— vous for Greece. 


4} I'll pull thee backwards by thy ſhroud to light, 
Or elſe Fl ſqueeze thee, like a bladder, tacre, 
And make thee groan thyfelf away to air. | | 

Co N QUEST OF GRANADA, 


Snatch me, ye Gods, this moment into nothing. 
CYkUs THE GREAT. 


I thought 
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* I thought what was the courage of a gholt ! 
Yet, dare not, on thy life — Why ſay I that, 
Since life thou haſt not? Dare not walk again 
Within theſe walls, on pain of the Red-ſea. | 
For, if henceforth I erer find you here, 
As ſure, ſure as a gun, [I'll have thee laid 
G hot. Were the Red-Sea a ſea of Holland's gin, 
The liquor (when alive) x hoſe very ſmell 
I did deteſt, did loath——yet, for the fake 
Of Thomas Thumb, I would be laid therein, 
King Ha! faid you? 
Ghoſt. Yes, my liege, I faid Tom Thamb, 
Whaſe father's ghoſt I am once not unknown 
To mighty Arthur. But, I fee, tis true, 
The deareſt friend, when dead, we all forget. 
King. "Tis he, it is the honed Gaifer Thumb. 
Oh! let me preſs thee in my eager arms. 
Thou beſt of ghoſts! thou ſomething more than ehoſt! 
_ Ghoft. Would I were ſomething more, that we a- 
ain 
Might fre each other i in the warm embrace, 
But now [ have th' advantage of my King, 
+ For I feel thee, whilſt thou doſt not feel me. | 
Aing. But ſay, ꝗ thou deareſt air, Oh! ſay, what 
dread 
Important buſineſs ſends thee back to earth? 
Gho/t. Oh: then — to hear — which, but 


to . 


So, art thou gone? Thou canſt no conqueſt boaſt. 
I thought what was the courage of a ghiott. 
Cod EE OF GRANADA. 


King Arthur ſeems to do as brave a fellow as Almanzor, who fays 


moſt heroically, 
In ſpwht of ghoſts I'Il on. 


+ The ghoſt of Lauſaria in Cyrus, is a * copy 4 this, and 
is there fore worth racing. 


An, Cyrus! 
Thou way'lt as well graſp water, or fleet air, 
As think of touching my immortal ſhade. 
Craus THE GREAT. 


Þ$ Thou beer part of 8 
CONQUEST OF GRANADA. 


Is 
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ls full.enough to ſend thy ſpirit hence. 
Thy ſubjecs up in arms, by Grizzle led, 
Will, ere the roſy-finger'd morn ſhall ope 
The ſhutters of the ſky, before the gate 
Of this thy royal palace, ſwarming — : 
* So have [ ſeen the bees in cluſters ſwarm, 
So have I ſeen the ſtars in froſty nights, 
So have I ſeen the ſand in windy days, 
So have I ſeen the ghoſts on Pluto's ſhore, 
So have I ſeen the flowers in ſpring ariſe, 
So have I ſeen the leaves in autumn fall, 
So have I ſcen the fruits in ſummer ſmile, 
So have I feen the ſnow in winter frown. 
King. D-—n all thou haſt ſeen !——Doſt thou, 
| beneath the ſhape 
Of Gaffer Thumb, come hither to abuſe me 
With ſimiles to keep me on the rack? 
Hence or, by all the torments of thy hell, 
+ I'll run thee thro” the body, tho' thou'ſt none. 
Ghoſt. Arthur, beware; I muſt this moment hence, 
Not frighted by your voice, but by the cocks! | 
Arthur beware, beware, beware, beware! 
Strive to avert thy yet impending fate; 
For if thou'rt kill'd to-day, | 
To-morrow all thy care will come too late. 


SCENE II. 


| KING, ſolus. 
Xing. Oh! ſtay, and leave me not uncertain thus! 
And whilſt thou telleſt me what's like my fate, 


Oh! teach me how I may avert it too! 
Curſt be the man who firſt a ſimile made! 


A ſtring of ſimiles (ſays one) proper to be hung up in the ca- 

binet of a prince.“ | | 
+ This paſſage has been underſtood ſeveral different ways by the 
commentators. For my part, I find it difficult to underſtand it at 
all. Mr. Dryden fays, | | 9 

I have heard ſomething how two bodies meet, 

But how two fouls join I know nat. | 
$0 that till the body. of a ſpirit be better underſtood, it will be dif- 
ſicult to underſtand how it is poſſible to run him through it. 6 
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Curſt ev'ry bard who writes — $o have I ſeen 
Thoſe whoſe compari'ons are juſt and true, | 
And thoſe who liken thir gs not ec at all. 

The devil is happy, that the whole creation 

Can furniſh cut no ſimile to his fortune. 


SCENE VX. 
KING, QUEEN. 
Queen. What is the cauſe, my Arthur, that you 
| ſteal 
Thus ſilently from Dollallolla's breaſt? 
Why doit thou leave me in the“ dark alone, 
When well thou know'ſ I am afraid of ſprites ? 
King. Oh Dollallolla do not blame my love; 
1 hop'd the fumes of laſt night's punch had laid 
Thy lovely eye · lids faſt. But Oh! I find 
There is no power in drams to quiet wives; 
Each morn, as the returning ſun, they wake, 
And ſhine upon their huſbands. 
Queen. Think, Oh think! 
What a ſurpriſe it muſt be to the ſun, 
Riſing, to find the vanith'd world away. | 
What leſs can be the wretched wife's ſurpriſe 
When, ſtretching out her arms to fold thee faſt, 
She fold her uſeleſs bolſter in her arms. | 
+ Think, think on that—Oh! think, think well on 
that ! 
I do remember alſo to have read 
} In Dryden's Ovid's Metamorphoſis, 
That Jove in form inanimate did lie 
With beauteous Danae ; and truſt me, love, 
II tear'd the bolſter might have been a Jove. 


Ring. 


Eydaria is of the ſame fearful temper with Dollallolla. 
I never durſt in darkneſs be alone. IN D. Eur. 
+ Think well of this, think that, think every way. 
SOPHONISBA. 


+ Theſe quotations are more uſual in the comick, than in the 
tragick writers. 


| © This diſtreſs (fora Mr. D—) I muſt allow to be extremely 
&eautiful, and tends to heigliten the virtuous character of I 
| lo 


TOM THUMBS THE GREAT. 131 


King. Come to my arms, moſt virtuous of thy ſex ; 
Oh, Vollallolla! were all wives like thee, 
So many huſbands never had worn horns. 
Should Huncamunca of thy worth partike, 
Tom Thumb indeed were bleſt— Oh fatal name! 
For didit thou know one quarter what I know, 
Then would thou know—Alas ! ! what thou wouldſt 
know ! 
Jucen. What can I gather hence! Why doſt thou 
ſpeak 
Like men who carry raree-ſhows about ? | 
% Jow you {hall fee, gentlemen, what you ſhall ſee.“ 
O tell me more, or thou haſt told too much. 


SCENE V. 
KING, QUEEN, NOODLE, 


nad. Long life attend your Majeſties Gove, 
_ Great Arthur, king, and Dollallolla, queen! 
Lord Grizzle, with a bold rebellious crowd, 
Advancing to the palace, threat'ning loud, 

_ Unleſs the princeſs be deliver'd ftraight, iS: 
And the victorious Thumb, without his pate, 

They are reſolv'd to batter down the gate, 


* SCENE VI. 


KING, QUEEN, HUNCAMUNCA, 
NOODLE. 


King. See where the princeſs comes ? Where iy 
Tom Thumb ! 

Hunc. Oh! Sir, about an hour HR half ago 
He ſallied out to encounter with the foe, 
And ſwore, unleſs his fate had him miſled, X 
From Grizzle's ſhoulders to cut off his head, 
And ſerv't up with your chocolate in bed. 

King. Tis well, I find one devil told us both. 
| Come, Dollallolla, Huncamunca, come, 
Within we'll wait for the victorious Thumb, 


lolla, who is ſo exceeding delicate, that ſhe is in the higheſt appre- 
kention from the inanimate embrace of a bolſter. An example 
vorthy of imitation from all our writers of tragedy.” 


In 
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In peace and ſafety we ſecure may ſtay, . 
While to his arm we trult the bloody fray ; 
'Tho' men and giants ſhould conſpire with gods, 
* He is alone equal to all theſe odds. 

Ducen. He is, indeed, a + helmet to us all, 
While he ſupports we need not fear to fall ; 

His arm diſpatches all things to our wiſh, 

And ſerves up ev'ry foe's head in a diſh. 

Void is the miſtreſs of the houſe of care, 

While the good cook preſents the bill of fare; 
Whether the cod, that northern king of fiſh, 

Or duck. or gooſe, or pig, adorn the diſh, 

No fears the number of her gueſts afford, | 
But at her hour ſhe ſees the dinner on the board. 


SCENE VI. 4 Plain. 
Lord GRIZZLE, FOODLE, and Rel. 


Grizzle. Thus far our arms with victory are 
crown'd ; - a 
For 


„ Credat Judzus Apella, Non ego (ſays Mr. D. 
For, paſſing over the abſurdity of being equal to odd, can we o 
fibly Appols a little inſignificant fellow-—-I ſay again, 4 — 5 
nificant fellow able to vie with a ſtrength which all the s and 
Hercules's of antiquity would be unable to encounter? | 

I ſhall refer tiiis incredulous critick to Mr. Dryden's defence of 
his Almanzor ; and leſt that ſhould not ſatisfy him, I thall quote a 
few lines from the ſpecch of a much braver fellow than Almanzor, 


Mr. Jehnſon's Achilles ; . | 
Tho' human race riſe in embattel'd hoſts, 
To force her from my arms——0Oh ! fon of Atrcus ! 
By that immortal pow'r, whoſe deathlets ſpirit | 
Informs this earth, I will oppoſe them all. VIcrru. 


1 L have beard of being ſupported by a ſtaff (ſays Mr. D.) but 

never of being ſupported by a helmet. I believe he never heard 

of ſailing with wings, which he may read in no leſs a poet than Mr. 

Dryden; | 
Unleſs we borrow wings, and fail thro” air. | 
| | Love TRIUMPHANT, 
What will he fay to a kneeling valley ? 

— ——- ul tand | 
Like a ſuſe valley, that low bends the knee 

To tome ſpiring mountain, IxJux*o Love. 

_ I am 


2 
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For tho' we have not fought, yet we have found 
* No enemy to fight withal. 
Foodle. Yet I, 
Methinks, would willingly avoid this day, 
＋ This firſt of April to engage our foes 
Griz. This day, of all the days of th! year I'd 
| chooſe, 
For on this day my grandmother was born. 
Gods! I will make om Thumb an April: fool; 
4 Will teach his wit an errand it ne'er knew, 
And fend it poſt to the |. ]ytian thades. 
Food. I'm glad to find our army is to ſtout, 
Nor does it move my wonder leis than joy. 
Griz, What friends we have, and how we came 
ſo ſtrong, 
III ſoftly tell you as we march along. 


SCENE VIII. Thunder ad Lightning, 
TOM THUMB, GLUMDALCA4, cum /urs. 


Thumb. Oh, Nooule ! haſt thon ſeen a day like this ? 
| The unborn under rumbles o'er our heads, 


I am aſham'd of ſo! ignorant a carper, wha doth not know that an 

_ epithet in tragedy is very often no other than an expletive. Do not 
we read in the new Sophonitba of ** grinding chains, blue pl, wes, 
white occaſions, and blue terenity ?”” Nay, it is not the achjective 
only, but ſometimes Eualf a ſentence is put by way of expletive, is, 
„ Beauty pointed high with ſpirit,” in the fume play — Lin 
the lap of bleſſing, to be moſt curit,“ in the Revenge. 


A victory like that of Alrminzor : 
Almanzor is victorious without fight. 
Co \ QUEST OF GRAN ADA, 
+ Well have we © chotk an har py day for fight, 
For every man in Curt ui time has found, | 
Some days arc lucky, tome untortunate, K. ARTHUR. 
t We read of ſuch another in Lee; 
Teach his rude wit a figlt the never made, 
Tul tend her potit to the Zlyſiaa inde. GLORIANA. 
§ Theſe lines are copied verbatim in the Indian Emperor, 
I Unborn thunder rolling in a cloud. Cox og GAA NADA. 


Vor. II. M An 
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* As if the Gods meant to unhinge the world, 
And heaven and earth in one contufion hurl ; 
Yet will [ bolgly tread the tott'ring ball, 
Merl. Tom Thumb ! 
Thumb. What voice is this I hear? 
Merl Tom Thumb! 
Thumb. Again it calls, 
Merl. Tom Thumb! 
Clum. It calls again. 
Thumb. Appear, whoc'er thon art, I fear thee not. 
Merl. Thou hait no cauſe to fear, I am thy kriend. 
Merlin by name, a conjurer by trade, 
And to my art thou doit thy being owe. 
Thumb, How ! 


Merl. Hear then the myſtick getting of Tom 
Thumb. 


n Ris father was a plonghman plain, 
His mother milk'd the cow; 

And yet the way to get a ſon, 
This couple knew not how; 

Until ſuch time the good old man 
To learned Merlin gocs, 

And there to him, in great diſtreſs, 
In fecret manner ms. 

How in his heart he with'd to have 
A child, in time to come, 

To he his heir, tho' it may be 
No bigger than his thumb: 

Of which old Merlin was foretold, 
That he his with fhould have; 

And fo a fon of ſtature ſmall, 

The charmer to him gave. 


Thot'ſt heard the paſt, look up and fe the futur 


Meere heaven and earth 1 in wild oonfuſion hurl'd, 
859 ws { the ral: 1 (ds un! ringe t. e rolün— y Vo 7 
Undtunted would I tread the tott'ringz b all. 
Cruh'd, but uncorquer'd in the dre: fol Fad. 
FS, . WARRIOR, 


+ fee the hiftory of Tem Thin, page, 2. 


Thus, 
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Thumb. * Loſt in amazement's gulph my ſenſes 
See there, Glumdalca, ſee another + me ! 
Glum. O ſight of horror! ſee, you are devour'd 
By the expanded jaws of a red cow. 
Merl. Let not theſe ſights deter thy noble mind, 
1 For lo! a fight more glorious courts thy eyes; 
See from afar a theatre ariſe; Es 
There ag.s, yet unborn, ſhall tribute pay 
To the heroick actions of this day: 
Then bufkin tragedy at length ſhall chuſe 
Thy name the beſt ſupporter of her mule. 
Thumb. Enough, let every warlike mulick ſound, 
We fall contented, if we fall renown'd. 


SCENE XX. 


Lord GRIZELE. FOODLE, R-bclr, on one fd 
TOM THUMB, GLUMDALCA, » the giert. 


Ford. At length the enemy advances nigh, | 
|| hear them with my ear, and fee them with my eye. 
_ _Griz, Draw all your twords; for liberty we fight, 
And liberty the muſtard is of life. 
Thumb, Are you the man whom men ſam'd Grizzle 


name ? 
| Cris. 
* — Amazement ſwallows up my ſenſe, 
And in th' impetuous whirl of circhng rate 
Drinks down my reaſon. P rRSTAN PALNCES 5, 
+ = I have outfac'd myſelf, . 
What! am I two? is there another me. K. ARTHUR, 


I The character of Merlin is wonderful throughout, but moſt ſo 
in this prophetic part. We find ſeveral of the prophecies in tlie 
tragick authors, who frequently take this oppurtunity to pay a com- 
pliment to their country, and ſometimes to their prince. None but 
our author (whe ſeems to have dete.ted the lea? appearance of Hat- 
tery) would have paſt by ſuch an opportunity of being a political 
prophet. => 
| I faw the villain, Myron, with theſe eyes I ſaw him, 
| | | BUuS1IR1S, 
In both which places it is intimated, that it is ſometimes poſſible te 
ſce with other eyes than your own. 
§ This muſtard (ſays Mr. D.) is enough to turn one's ſtomach: 
I would be glad to know what idea the author had in his head m_ 
| | M2 ae 


„ RI n——s 


— ͤ—— + os . rr Le 
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Griz+ * Are you the much more fam'd Tem 
Thumb! 
Thumb. The ſame. 
Criz. Come on, our worth upon 2 we'll 
prove; 
For liberty I fight, | 
Thumb. And I for love. 


14 bloody engagement between the two armies 
here; drums beating, trumpets founding, 
thunder and lightning. They fight off 
and an ſoveral times. Some fall. Grizzle 
and Glumdalca remain. 


7 fun, Turn, coward, turn, nor from a woman fly. 

Griz. Away—thou art too ignoble for my arm- 

Glu. Have at thy heart. 

Griz. Nay, then | thruſt at thine- 

Clum. You puſh too well; you've run me thro? 
the guts, | 


And I am dead. 


Griz. Then there's an end of one. 


Thumb. When thou art dead, then there's an end ” 


of two, 


+ Villain. 


Griz Tom Thumb! 
Thumb. Rebel ! 
Griz. Tom Thumb ! 
Thumb. Hell ! 


he wrote it. 'This will be, I believe, beſt explained by a line of 
Mr Dennis: | | 
And gave him liberty, the ſalt of life. 
LiBERTY ASSERTED, 
Tac underſtanding that can digeſt the one, will not riſe at the other, 
* Han. Are you the chief, whom men fam'd Scipio call ? 
Sc:p. Are you the much more famous Hannibal? 
HANNIBAL, 


+ Dr. Tum ſeems to have 2 this engagement in his Buſiris. 
. Vulain ! 
em. Myron! 
Myr. Rebel! 
Mem. Myron! 
Mor. Heil! 
Mem. Mandane. 


Criz. 
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Cri: Huncamunca | 
Thumb. Thou halt it there. 
G'riz. Too ſure I feel it. 
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Thumb. To hell then, like a rebel as you are, 


And give my fervice to the rebels there. 


Cris. Triumph not, Thumb, nor tink thou nale 


enjoy 


Thy Huncamunca undiſturb'd ; I'll fend 


* My ghoſt to fetch her to the other world: 


+ It ſhall but bait at heaven, and then return. 
+ But, ha! I feel death rumbling in my brains, 
| Some kinder ſpright Enocks toti.y at my foul, 


And vently whitpers it to ha we au. 
I come, I come, molt willir ly 1 come. 


So when ſome city wife, tor country air, 
To Hampſtead or to Highgire Gove repair; 

ler, to make haſte. her hutband does inplore, 
And cries, * My dear, the coach is at the door,” 


With equal wilh, deſirous to be gone, 


She gets into the coach. and then me crics--* Drive on!" 
Thunb. With chose laſt words ** he vounted his 


ivul, 


bn This Lift ſpeech of my Lord Cr zale hath ! been of 


ro our os: 


—— — 11 h 543 15 * 


As life, and uhen life's gone IH len th, laſt; 
And if thou tak ſt it from me witen m an, 


I' rd my ghoit, and cen ü Lack iin, 


+ My foil ſtould wich fact ſperd 6! e- 


It ihoul4 not bait at heaten to Hg fs War. 


Lee ſecras to have had this lalt in his c 


Tas not my purpoie, Sir, ta tarry there, 
1 would but 30 o heave mn 06:1 Ke the 
t A riling vapour rumbliag ia ny breins. 

[ Some K. NC ſprig Tht 1 noch. 5 tory «al wy tuul, 
To tell me fate's at land. 

§ Mr. Dryden feems to have lad this fim in 

ſays, 

My foul is packing up, and jul! on wing. 


85 cat 4er vice 
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GI. ORIANDS. 


Clan 


1:15 eye, when he 


Con o GRANADA. 


% And in a purple womit pour'd lis aul. 


I 3 


Ci.to 


MEN ES. 


Which 


— 
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Which, * like whipt cream, the devil will ſwallow 


down. 
Bear off the body, and cut off the head, 
Which I will to the king in triumph lug. 


| Rebellion s dead, and now ['ll go to breakfaſt, 


SCENE XK. 
KING , QUEEN, HUNCAMUNCA, and Courtiers, 


Ning. Open the priſons, ſet the wretched free, 

And bid our treaſurer diſburſe ſix pounds 

To pay their debts. Let no one weep to-day. 
Come, Dollallolla ; + curſe that odious name! 

It is ſo long it a{ks an hour to ſpeak it. 

By heav'ns ! I'll change it into Doll, or Loll, 

Or any other civil monoſyllable, 

That will not tire my tongue.--Come, fit thee down. 
lere (cated let us view the dancer's ſports ; 

Eid em advance. This is the wedding- day 

Of princeſs Huncamunca and Tom Thumb; 

Tom Thumb! who wins two victories | to-day, 
And this way marches, bearing Grizzle's head. 


A dance here. 


N::d. Oh! monſtrous, dreadful, terrible, Oh! Oh! 
Deaf be my ears, for ever blind my eyes! 
Dumb be my tongue! feet lame! all ſenſes loſt ! 


- The devil S vuloar fouls 
Like whipt cream. SEBASTIAS., 


+ How cou! i I cn ie my name of Ptolemy ! 
It is 10 $4.39 it alks an hour to write it. 
By heaven! Ih change it into juve, or Mars! 
r any ether civil menoſyllaile, | | 
Chat will not tire my hand, CLEOMENES. 


t Here | is a vilizle conjunction of two days into one, by which our 
author may have either intended an emblem of a wedding, or to in- 
Enuate, than men in the onev-invon ate apt to imagine time ſhor- 
ter chan it is. It brings into my mind à pallage in the comedy 


called, the Coff.:-Houte Folitician ; 


We will cclebrate this day at my houſe io morrow, 


Howl 
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* Howl — grunt bears, hiſs ſnakes, ſhriek all ye 
hoſts ! 
King. What does the blockhead mean ? 
Noesd. I mean, my liege, 
+ Only to grace my tale with decent horror: 
Whillt from my garret, twice two ſtories high, 
TI leok'd abroad into the ſtreets below; 
I ftaw Tom Thumb attended by the mob, 
Twice twenty thoe-boys, twice two dozen links, 
Chairmen and porters, hackney-coachmen, whores; 
Aloft he bore the grizly head of Grizzle; 
When of a ſudden thro' the ſtreets there came 
A cow, of larger than the uſual ſize, k 
And in a moment — gueſs, Oh! gueſs the reſt ! 
And in a moment ſwallow'd up Tom Thumb. 
Ki:g. Shut up again the priſons, bid my treaſurer 
Not give three farthings out hang all the culprits, 
Guilty or not—no matter——Ravith virgins, 
So bid the ſchoolmaſters whip all their boys; 
Let lawyers, parſons, and phyſicians looſe, 
To rob, impoſe on, and to kill the world. 
Need. Her majelty the queen is in a ſwoon, 
Queen. Not to much in a ſwoon, but I have ſtill 
Strength to reward the meſſenger of ill news. 


[ Kills Noodle. 
Need. Oh! I am ſlain. 
Cle. My lover's kill'd, I will revenge him ſo. 


[ Kills the Queen. 
Hunc. My mamma kill d! vile murdereſs, beware. 


[ Kills Cleora. 
Dd. This for an old — to thy heart. 


[Kills Huncamunca. 
Muſt. And this 


1 drive to thine, Oh Doodle! for a new one. 
[ Kills Doodle, 


King. Ha! mur * vile, take that. 
[ Kills Muſtacha. 


* Theſe beantiful 1 phraſes are all to be found in one ſingle ſpeech 
of King Arthur, or the Britiſh Worthy, _ 


+ 1 was but teaching kim to grace his tale 
With decent horror, CTILEOMEN. 


And 
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* And take thou this. [ Kills 11 ͤ 727 and falls. 


So when the child whom nurſe from danger guards, 
Sends Jack for muſtard with a pack of cards, 
Kings, queens, and knaves, throw one another down, 
Till the whole pack lies ſcatter'd and o'erthrown ; 
So all our pack upon the floor is caſt, 

And all I boaſt is—— that 1 fall the laſt. [Dies. 


= We may ſay wich Dryden, 


Death did at length fo many ſlain forget, 
And leit the tale, and took them by the great. 


I know of no tragedy which comes nearer to this charming and 
bloody citattropnc than Cleomenes, where the curtain covers tive 
principal characters dead on the ſtage. Iheſe lines too, | 


I ak no queſtion then, of who KilPd why? 
Ihe bodies tell the ſtory as they lic. | 


ſeem to have belonged more properly to this ſe-ne of our author. — 
Nor can | help imagining they vere originzlly his. The Rival 
Ladies too ſeem beholden to this ſcene; 


cre now a chain of vers link'd in death; 
Julia goes friſt, Gonſalvo hangs on her, 
And Angelina hangs upon Conſalvo, 
As I on Angelina. 


No ſcene, I believe, ever recchbed greater honours than this, It was 


applauded by feveral Encorcs, a word very unusual in tragedy, 
And it was very difficuit ſor the aGors to etcape whhout a ſe- 
con: ſſcughter. This I take to be a lively affurance of thut fierce 
ſpirit of liberty which remains among us, and vhich Mr. Dryden, 
in kis Eiflty on Dramatic pociry, hath obſervel.—** VÞ:ther cal- 
tom (ſays he) bath fo infinuated itfeltf into our countrymen, or na- 
ture hath fo forme them to ſierceneis, I know not; but they will 
ſcarcely ſutizr combats, and other jet ts of horror to be taken from 
them.” ——And ire F am far having them encourages in this 
martial d:itpoſition: nor do I belicve our vidorics over the French 
have been owing to any thing mort thin to theſe bloody focAlactes 
daily exhibited in cur tragedies, of which the French it. ge is 10 en- 
tirely elcar. | 
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RAK EL, Mr. Lacr. 
COMMONS, Mr. MuLLtart. 
Mr. WISDOM, Mr. Jews. 
Mr. SOFTLY, Mr. HALLAu. 
RISQUE, Mr. RevynerL». 
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WOMEN. 
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ACT I dennen 

SCENE, The Street. 
RAKEL, RISQUE. 

RaxEL, [reading à Leiter.] 


* \ | 
* OUR late behaviour hath determined me 


18 never to ſee you more; if you get entrance 


into this houſe for the ſuture, it will not be 
by my conſent; for I deſire you would henceforth 
imagine there never was any acquaintance between 
« you and LuckrtTia SorTLyY.” 


So the letter was thrown out of the window was it? 

Riſq. Ay, Sir, I am ſure there is no good news in 
it, by the face of that jade Suſan, I know by the 
countenance of the maid when the miſtreſs is in good 
humour. Tg | 

Rak. Well, may you meet with better ſucceſs in the 
next expedition. Here, carry this letter to Mrs. Wil- 
dom: ['ll wait here till you return with an anſwer. 

Riſq. But, Sir 


cc 
cc 
ec 


Rak. Well, Sir? 3 
R. This affair, Sir, may end in a blanketing, and 
Ie FED that 
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that is a danger I never love to run with an empty 
ſtomach. | | | 
Rak. Sirrah! if I were to be toſſed myſelf, I would 
wiſh to be as empty as poſſible ; but thou art ſuch an 
epicure, thou art continually thinking on thy belly. 
Riſq. The reaſon of that is very Sa, dir; for T 
am continually hungry. Whilſt I follow'd your ho- 
nour's heels as a ſoldier, I expected no better fare; 
but ſince I have been promoted to the office of a pimp, 
I ought to live in another manner. Would it not vex 
a man to the heart to run about gnawing his nails like 
a ſtarv'd tkeleton, and ſee every day ſo many plump 
brethren of the ſame profeſſion riding in their coaches. 
Rak. Bring me but an anſwer to my with, and 
then 5 | 
Ki. Don't promiſe me, Sir for then I ſhall be 
fure or having nothing.—— If you were but as like a 
eat man 1n your riches, as you are in your promiſes, 
ſhould dine oftener by two or three days a week than 
I do now. ES 
Rat. To your buſineſs. It is happy for the nation 
that this fellow run away from his maſter; for had he 
become an authoriſed attorney, he would have been a 
greater burden to the town he was quartered on than 
eur whole regiment. 


SCENE II. 
RAKEL, COMMONS. 


Com. Captain Rakel, your ſervant. 
Raft. Jack Commons! My dear rake, welcome 
to towa: how do all our friends at quarters? ; 

Com. All in the old way. I left your two brother 
officers with two parſons and the mayor of the town 
as drunk as your drums. ER 

Rak. Mr. Mayor, indeed, is a thorough honeſt fel- 
low; and hath not, I believe, been ſober ſince he was 
in the chair; he encourages that virtue as a magittrate, 
which he lives by as a publican. 

Com. Very fine, faith! and if the mayor was a 
glazier, I ſuppoſe he would encourage breaking win- 
dows too, 

2 Rak. 
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Rat. But prithee, what hath brought thee to town? 

Com. My own inclinations chiefly. I reſolved to 
take one ſwing in the charming plains of iniquity; o 
Jam come to take my leave of this delicions lewd 
place, of all the rakes and whores of my acquain- 
tance,—to ſpend one happy monta in the joys of wine 
and women, and then tneax down into the country, 
and go into orders. 

Rak. Ha, ha, ha. And haſt thou the impudence to 
pretend to a call? 
Com, Ay, Sir; the uſual call? I have the promiſe 
of a good living. Lookee, captain, my call of piety 
is much the ſame as yours of honeur.—You will fight, 
and I ſhall pray, for the fame reaſons, I aſſure you. 

Rak. If thy gown doth not rob thee of ſincerity, 
thou wilt have one virtue under it at leaſt. 

Com. Ay, ay, ſincerity is all that can be expected; 
that is the chief difference among men. All men hav: 
fins; but ſome hide them. Vice is as natural to us as 


our ſkins, and both would equally appear, if we had 


neither cloaths nor hypocriſy to cover them. 

Nak. Thou art a fine promiling holderforth, ſaith, 
and doſt begin to preach i in a molt orthodox manner. 

Cam. Pox of preaching will you g go ſeal an act or 
two of the new tragedy ? 

Rak Not J go to no tragedy 
gedy of Tom Thumb. 

Com. The tragedy of Tom Thumb! | what the devil 
is that? | 

Nat. Why, Sir, it is a tragedy that makes me la 8 : 
and if your fermons wil! — as much, I ihall be glad 
to make one of your audience. 

Com Will yon to the tavern ? 

Rat. No, I am engaged 

Cam. Engaged: then it muſt be to a bawdy-hou! e, 
and Þ'll along with you. 

Rak. Indeed, you cannot, my youn 


but the tra- 


uy levite; : Tor 


mine is a private bawdy-houſe, and you will not be 
admitted, even tho' you had your gown on. 

Com. I thy engagement be not preiſing, thou ſiin 
go along with me: F will introduce thee to a 3 
fine girl. a relation of mine. 
Vor. II. N Rat. 
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ak, Noit thou think me dull enough to undergo 
the ceremonics of being introduced by a relation to 
a modeſt woman? — Halt thou a mind to marry me 
to her? = 

enn. No, Sir, the is married already.— There are 

2 brace of them, as fines women as you have teen, and 
both. married to old huſbands. 

Na. N. ay, then they are worth my acquaintance, 

wid for» other time thou ſhalt introduce me to them. 

Con Nay, thou thalt go drink tea with one of them 
row— lt is but juſt by dined there to-day, and my 

«ncle is now gone abroad Come, 'tis but two leps 
to the {quare here, at the firſt two lamps. 

2 Fhe firit two lamps! 

Um. Ay, no farther——lHer huſband's name is 
Wiſdom. 

fas. By all that's unlucky, the very woman I have 
fent Kiſgue to | [ 1frde, 

C. Come, we'll go make her a viſit now, and to- 
arrow I'll carry thee th my aunt Softly 

ah. Another miſtreſs of mine, by Lucifer. [ Aide. 
Fat: t thau no more female relations in town ? 

Zu. No more! Won't two ſerve your unreaſonable 

1222 ite? ? 

Rat. But thou ſeemeſt to be fo free of them, I could 
will thee, for the ſake of the publick, related to all 
ihe beautics in Chriſtendom. But, Jack, I hope theſe 
two aunts ci thine are not ridgidly virtuous. 
Cen. Ha, ha, ha.— Do not I tell thee they are young 

and handſome, and that their huſbands are old: 

Rat. And thou wouldſt not take it amifs if one 
were to dub an uncle of thine a cuckold, 

(Cain. Harkee, Torn, if thou haſt read as much as 
J, thou wouldſt know that cuckold is no fuch term 
of reproach as it is imagined : half the great men in 
hiflory are cuckolds on record. Take it amiſs! ha, 
ha, ha. Why, my uncle himſelf will not ; for the 
whole world knows he is a cuckold already. 

Nat. How! 

Com. Ay. Sir, when an old man goes publickly to 
church with a young woman, he proclaims that title 
Joud 2 But come, will you to my aunt? 

Rak. 
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Rat. You muſt excuſe me now. ; 
e When I make you ſuch another offer, you 


. in't retute it: 1 thou whe you would have puitp ou d 
wry buſinets ſor a miſtretz. 


Rat, But Lam in purſuit of another mitirels, one. 


Jam pre-engiged tw, —Afterwards, dir, 1 an ut the 

jcovice of vour whole family | 
Con, ducgeis attend your iniquity.— I' end zuire for 

you at the Tilt-yard. So, your fervant. 0s 
224, Yours.—A very pretty fellow this —I find, 

. thould. diſcover my ainours, he is act likely to ge 

iy Goilacle to them. 


SCENE III. 


RAKLEL, RISQUE. 
RaZ. So, Sir. 


Rifq. Sir, I have with great dexterity deliver'd your 


honour's letter, and with equal — ure have br ought 
you an anſwer, 

Rak. | Reads.] 

+ Be here at the time you mention, my huſband is 
* luckily out of the way. I with your happiaets be 
" (as you ſay) entirely in the power of 
LISABETH WIS Don.“ 
Ay, now thou haſt performed well indeed, and FI 
give thee all the money I have in my pocket for an 
encouragement. Odſo! I have but iixpence about 
me ——here take, take this and be diligent. 

lei. Very fine encouragemeut trily ! This it is to 
ſerve a poor, beggarly, louiy 


had been a captain or a Middleſex juitice long ago.— 
But L muſt tug along the empty portmantezu of this 
ſhabby no-pay enfign. Pox on't, what can a man ca- 
pect who is but the rag-carrier of a ru g- carrier: 


SCENE IV. 
Mrs. WISDOM, R \KEL. 
Mrs Wiſd. Sure never any thing was ſo lucky for 


us as this threatning letter: while my huſband ima- 
N 2 


Fr 


If half this dezteri- 
ty had been employ'd in the lervice of a great man, L. 


getuned : 


— — 
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gined I thould go abroad, he was almoſt continually 
at home; but now he thinks himſelf ſecure of my not 
venturing out, he is ſcarce ever with me. 

Rak. How ſhall I requite this goodnets which can 
make ſuch a confinement eaſy for my fake ? 

Mrs. Viſd. The woman that thinks it worth her 
while to confine herſelf for her gallant, thinks her- 
teſt ſuthciently requited by his company. 

Betty. [Exierirg.] Oh! Madam, here's my maſter 
come home: had ke not quarrell'd with the footman 
at the docr, he had certainly found you together. 

Kak. Wh at mall I do? 

. Sap into this aid quick: 
what can have feat him home fo ſoon ? 
SCENE V. 
ir. WISDOM, Mr. WISDOM, 

Mrs. Ni. Oh! my dear! you are better than your 
word now; this is kind indeed, to return ſo much 
earlier than your promiſe. 

5 IVif4 Mr. Mortgageland hath diſappointed 

: Pam afraid ſome body elſe hath taken him off 
_ Lo ſo let ſome of the ſervants get me my 
night-gown and flippers, for I intend to — at home 
all the evening. 

Mrs. Hiſd. Was ever ſuch ill-luck ! they are 
both in my cloſet.— Lord, child, why will you put 
on that odious night-gown ; indeed, it doth not be- 
come you you don't look pretty in it, lovey, indeed 
you don't. 

Mr. Iii ſd. Plhaw ; it doth not become a wife to 
diſlike her huſband in any dreſs whatſoever. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Well, my dear, if you command, 1 will 
be always ready to obey — Betty, go fetch your ma- 
ſter's night-gown out of my cloſet. —Take care you 
don't open the door too wide, left you throw down a 
China baſon that is juſt within it. 

Mr. Miſd. Come, give me a kiſs; you look very 
pretty to- night, you little wanton rogue.—Adod ! I 


iball, I fall make thee amends for the pleaſures you 
miſs abroad. | 


Mrs. 


A New Way to keep a Wir at Home: 149 


Mrs. MWiſil. So, you won't put the money where the 


rogues order you, and you'll have your poor wite: 


murder'd to ſave twenty guineas. 

Mr. Miſd. If you ſtay at home, you will not be mur- 
der'd, and I thall ſave many a twenty guineas. 

Mrs. IWi/d. But then I ihall lote all | my acquaint- 
ance by not returning their viſits. 

Mr. Wiſd. Then I Thall loſe all my torments: and 
truly, if Lowe this loſs to the letter- writer, I am very 
much obliged to him. I would have tied a much lar- 
ger purſe to the knocker of my door to have kept it 
iree from that rat-tat-tat-tat- -tat, which continual. 

thander'd at it. 


SCENE VI. 
Mr. SOFTLY, Mr. WISDOM, AI. VISDO?TL, 


Mr. Softly. Mr. Wiſdom, your ſervant. Madam, 
I am your humble ſervant. A friend of yours, Nr. 
ag wy expects you at Tom's. 

Mr. W:ſl. Nay, if he be come, I muſt leave ther 
for one hour, my dear. So, take the key of my cloſet, 


and fetch me that bundle of parchment that lies in tha 


bureau. 
Mrs. Wifd. J will, my dear. —— This | is extremely 
lucky. 


SCENE VII. 
Mr. WISDOMu, Mr. SOFTLY. 


Mr. S:ftly. Well: doth the plot ſucceed notall» ? 
Mr. Vid. To my wiſh, She hath not ventured t 6 
ſtir abroad ſince. This demand you have drawn vj 1 
my wife for twenty pounds. will be of mere ſervice 10 
me, than a draught on the bank for ſo many hund 
Mr. Soft. 1 with your threatning letter to my v if 
had met with the ſame fucceſs : but, alack it hath 
quite contrary effect. She ſwears, fhe'l go abroad 
the more now to ſhew her courage: but that ite may 
not appear too raſh, the hath put me to the expenc 
of an additional foorman ; and, inſtead of ttaying at 
home, ſhe carries all my blund: iſles abroa:!, 


N 3 Hers 
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Her coach, when ſhe goes a viſiting, looks like a ge- 
neral officer's going to a campaign. 

Mr. |Viſ4. But if it came to that extremity, I would 
lock up my doors, and ſhut her in, on pretence of 
ſhutting rogues out. 

Mr. $:ft. Büt I cannot ſhut her companions out: 
I ſhould have a regiment of women on my back for 
ill-uſing my wife, and have a ſentence of cuckoldom 
pronounced againſt me at all the aſſemblies and viſit- 
ing-days in town. If I could prevail by ſtratagem; 
well: but I am too certain of the enemy's ſtrength to 
2ttempt the ſubduing her by force. 

Mr. Wiſd. Thank my ſtars, my wife is of another 
temper. 

Mr. $-ft. You will not take it ill, brother Wiſ- 
dom : but your wite is not a woman of that ſpirit as 
mine is. 

Ar IWiſl. No, Heaven be praiſed; for of all evil 

ſpirits, that of a woman ſurely is the worſt. 


Mr. Seit. Truly, it is a perfeclion that coſts a man 
as much as it is worth. 


Mr. TI: But what do you intend to do ? 

Mr. Se. I know not. Something I mult; for my 
houſe at preſent is like a garrifon; I have continually 
guards mounting and diſmounting, while I know of 
20 enemy but my vile. and ſhe's within. 


8 C E NE VIII. 

Mr. SOFTLY, Mr. WISDOM, Mr. WISDOM. 
#1rs. lid. Here are the parchments, my dear. 
Mr. Ii Ad. You know the neceſſity of my engage- 

ment, and will excuſe me. 

Ar. St. No ceremony with me, brother. 

Ar. Wiſd. If you will ſtay with my wife till my 

return, the will be much obliged to you : you may 
entertain one another at picquet; you are no high 

player any more than the, 

rs. Iiſd. I ſhall be too hard for him; for I fancy 


he is a player much about your pitch, and you know 
I always get the better of you, 


Mr, 
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Mr. IVifd. Well, well, to it, to it, I leave you 
together. 


SCENE E. 


Mr. SOFTLY, Mrs. WISDOM. 


Mr. Soft. I am but a bad player, Madam ; but to 
divert you. 
Ari. IWifd. How ſhall I get rid of him? I am 
not much inclined to picquet at preſent, Nir. Softly. 
Mr. Soft. Hum! very likely: any other game 
that you pleaſe — if I can play at it. 
Mrs. Wif4. No, you can't play at it —- for to be 
plain, I am obliged to write a letter into the country. 
1 hope you'll excuſe me. 


Mr. Soft. Oh! dear fitter ! I will divert the time 
with one of theſe news-papers: ay, here's the Grub- 


ſtreet Journal An exceeding good paper this; and 
| hath commonly a great deal of wit in it. 

Mrs. Wiſd. But ——[ am the worſt — in 
the world at writing : tbe leaſt noiſe diſturbs me. 

Mr. Soft. IJ am as mute as a fiſh. 

Mrs. IWiſd. I know not how to expreſs 1 it, I am ſo 
| aſhamed of the humour.—But I cannot write what 
any one is in the room, 

Mr. Soft. Hum ! very * there is no ac- 
counting for ſome humoucs.--- Well---you may truſt 
me in the cloſet. This cloſet and I have been ac- 
quainted before now. ers to go in. 


Mrs. Wiſd. By no means, I have a thing in that 
cloſet you mult not fee, 


SCENE X. 


Ar. SOFTLY, Mrs, WISDOM, COMMONS. 


Com. What, is not my uncle Wiſdom returned yet? 
Mrs. Wiſd. I am ſurpriſed you ſhould return, Sir, 
unleſs you have learnt more civility than you ſhewed 
at dinner to-day ; your behaviour then ſeem'd very 
_ unfit for one who intends to put on that facred habit 
hau are deſign'd for. 
Com. Leu may be as ſcurrilous as you pleaſe, 


aunts; 


| 
þ 
a 
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aunt ; it hath been always my reſolution to ſee my 
relations as ſeldom as I can ; and when | do ſee them, 
never to mind what they fay.----I have been at your 
houſe too, uncle Softly, and have met with juſt ſuch 
another reception there : but come, you and [ will 
go drink one honeſt bottle together ——1 have not 
crack'd a bottle with you fince 1 came to town. 

Mrs. Lid. For Heaven's ſake, dear brother, do 


any thing to get him hence. 


Mr. S.ft. Well, nephew, as far as a pint goes. 
Com. Ay, ay, a pint is the beſt introduction to a 


bottle.— Aant, will you go with us ? 


Mrs. Wifd. Faurh ! ! brute 

Com. If you won't, you may let it alone. 

Mr. $:ft. Siſter. your huruble fervant, 

Mrs. Hife. Il take care to prevent all danger of 
a ſurpriſe LH the deer I— there. — Captain, captain, 


you may come out, the coait is clear, 


SCE N E XJ. 
Mrs. WISDOM, RAKEL. 

Rak. Theſe huſbands make the moſt confounded 
long viſits. 

Mrs. Miſd. Huſbands! why I have bad half a do- 
zen viſitants ſince he went away; I thought you had 
over-heard us. 

Rak. Not I, truly; I have been entertaining my- 
felf with the Whole Duty ot Nan. at the other end 
of the cloſe:. 

Mrs. WWifd. You are very unconcerned in danger, 
Captain. 

Rak Yes, Madam, danger is my profeſſion; and 
theſe fort of dangers are ſo common to me, that they 
give me no ſurpriſe. I have declared war with the 
whole commonwealth of huibands ever ſince I arriy'd 
at years of diſcretion. 

Mrs. WWiſd. Rather with the wives, I'm afraid, 

Rat No, Madam; L[ always confider the wife as 
the town, and the huſband as the enemy in poſſeſſion 
of it U am not for »uraing nor rafing where i go; 


but when I have driven the enemy out of his fortreſs, 


1 march 
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I march in the moſt gentle peaceable manner imagi- 
nable. So, Madam, if you pleate, we will walk into 
the cloſet together. 

. Miſd. What, to read the Whole Duty of 
Man ? Ha, ha, ha! | 

Rat. Ay, my angel! and you ſhall ſay I practiſe 


what 1 read, —-[ Takes her in his arms, Mr. Witdom - 


knocks, ſhe flarts from kim.\ 
Mr. Wifl. [Without.] What have you ſhut your- 


ſelves in ? 


Rat. Ourſelves ! oh! the devil, doth he know I 


am here ? 

Art. iVifſd No, no, no; to your hole, quick, 
quick, quick. 

Mr. Wiſd Why, child, Mr. Softly, don't you 
hear? what, have you play'd yourſelves afleep ? 

Mrs. Wiſl. Oh! my dear, are you there? 


SCENE XI. 
' Mr. WISDOM, Mrs. WISDOM. 


Mr. "_ [ Entering.] If we were not ſo nearly 
related. I ſhould not like this locking up together, 
Heyday ! where is my brother Softly ? 


Mrs. IWiſd. Alas! my dear, my ungracious ne- 


phew hath been here, and taken him away to the ta- 
vern. | 
Mr. Miſd. Why will you ſuffer that fellow to 
come within my doors, when you know it is againſt 
my will ? 
Mrs. WWifd. Alas, child, I don't know how to thut 
your doors againſt your own relations. 


Mr. IVifd. And what were you doing, hey? that | 


Me. WWiſ4. | was only faying a few prayers, my 
dear; but indeed theſe incendiaries run to in my 
head, I never think myielf ſafe enough. 

Mr. IWiſd. Heaven bleſs the hour I firſt thought of 


you were lock' J in fo cloſe by yourlelf. 


putting them there. . L 
Mrs. Ii iſl. Well, Child, this is very good in you 


to come home ſo ſoon. 
Mr. Wifd, I only call on you in my way to the 
e city; 


e "CL ry My * * 
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city; for [ muſt ſpe:k to Alderman Longhorns before 
J fleep. I ain torry you loſt brother Softly; he mizke 
have diverted you a little. 

Mrs IWiſ4 I can divert myſelf well enough in my 
cloſet for that matter. 

Mr. Wiſd. Ay. do ſo. Reading is an innocent and 
inſtructive diverſion. I will be back with the utmoſt 
expedition. [s your cloſet lock d, child? chere are 
ſome papers in it which I muſt take with me. 

Mrs. Wifd. What thall I do? - Lud, my dar 

1 Ihave loſt the key, I think. 
Mr. ji Then it muſt be broke open: ſor they 
are of the utmoſt conſequence. Nay, if you cant 
tell where you have laid it, I can't ſtay, the lock mutt 
be broke open; I'll call up one of the ſervants. 

Mrs. Miſd. Nay, then, confidence aſſiſt me. 
Here, here it is, child. —1 have nothing but . — 
to truſt to; and I am relolv'd to exert the utmoſt. 

L eus the door, Rakel runs againſt him, 
throws him down ; he looks on Mrs. 
M iſdom, /he points to the door, and be 
runs out. Mrs. Wiſdom Jhrieks. 

Mr. Wiſd. Oh! I am murder'd. 

Mrs. M iſd. The incendiaries are come, My dream. 
is out, my dream is out. | 

Mr. Wifi. My horns are out. 


Mrs Wiſd Gh! my dear, fure never any thing 8 


was ſo lucky as this ſtay of yours. tleaven knows 
what he would have done to me had | been alone. 

Mr. Wiſd. ay, ay, my dear, I know what he 
would have done to you very well. 

Mrs. WWiſd. I hope yer will be advis'd, and put 
the money where you are Uclired, before any thing 
wor'e happens. 

N. Wijd. [ hall put you out of doors before any 
thin wor'e happens, | 

 M. Hd. My dear? 

Mr W:{4 Ny devil! come, come, confeſs, it is 
done alrendy; am I one or no: 

Mrs. Viſa. Are you what, my love? 

Mr. Wiſfd. m a beaſt, a mouiter ? a huſband ? 

Mrs. Wifd, Defend me-— ſure the fright hath 
turn'd 
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turn'd your brain. Are you a huſband? yes, I hope 
fo, or what am | ? 

Mr. WWifd. Ah! crocodile ! I know very well what 
ſort of robber was here. Nay, perhaps, he was a rob- 
ber, and you may have couſpired together to rob me: 
I don't doubt but you was concern'd in writing the 
letter too. No one likelier to extort money from a 
man than his wite. 

Mr. Wifd. Oh! barbarons, cruel, inhuman af- 
perſon ! 
Nr. Wiſd. Is he a conjurer as well as a thief, and 
could he go through the key-hole? How came he 
into that cloſet? How came he into that cloſet, Ma- 
dam, without your knowledge? Anſwer me that, 

Did he go through the door ? 

Mrs. Wiſd. I ſwear by 
Ar. Miſd. Hold, hold I don't queſtion but you 
will ſwear through a thouſand doors to get off, 


Enter JOHN. 

John. Oh! Sir, this moment, as I was walking in 
the yard, I ſpied a fellow offering to get in at my la- 
dy's cloſet window. 

Mr. Wifd. How! 

John Dear, Sir, ſtep but into the cloſet, you will 
find the window broke all to pieces. 

Mr. Wiſd. The villains! John, take the candle 
and go in before me. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Miraculous fortune! Now will 7 ſtand 
it out that Rakel got in the ſame way. Sure it muſt 
have been the devil that hath broke theſe windows to 
encourge us to ſin— by this delivery. Oh! here 
comes my huſband; it is my turn now to be angry, 
and his to aſk pardon. 

Mr. Wifſd: John, do you watch carefully i in the 
yard this night. 1 proteſt a man will thortly be ſafe 
no where. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Not when thieves get through key- 
holes. 

Mr. Miſd. Come, I aſk thy pardon ; I am ſorry I 
ſuſpected thee: I will make thee amends, 1 will —1 
will tay at home this week with thee in ſpite of buſi- 

neſs: 
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neſs: thou ſhalt tie me to thy girdle. Nay, do not 
take on thus, I will buy thy for giveneſs. Here, here 
1s a purſe to put thy money in; and it ſhall not be 
long before | give thee ſome money to put in thy 
purſe — you ſhall take the air every day in Hyde- 
Park, and I'll go with you for a guard: I vow you 
ſhall forgive me, I'll kiſs yon till yon do. 
Mr.. Wifd. You know the way to molliſy me. 

Mr. Wiſd. Why, I was but in jeſt: I never thought 
vou had any hand in the letter. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Did you not indeed? 

Mr. Wif4. No, indeed; may I be * than 
robb'd if I did. 

_ Mrs. Wiſd. Well, but don't jeſt ſo any more. 
Mr. Aid. | promiſe yon:—but | mult not loſe a 
moment before I go into the city - 

Mrs Wiſd. And will you leave me again to-night ? 

Mr. Wifd. You mult excuſe neceſſity, my dear. 
Mrs. Wiſd. My dear, I ſhall always obey your 
commands without any farther reaſon. | 

Mr. iiſd. What a happy man am I in a wife! If 
all women were but ſuch bleſſings to their huſbands 
45 thou art, what a Heaven would matrimony be. 


— —_—_ 


ACT ik S$SCEKNEL 
SCENE, The Street. 
RAKEL, and aſterwards RISQUE. 


RAR E L. 


0 v E and war I find till require the ſame ta- 
lents; to be unconcerned in danger, is abſolutely 
neceſſary to hoth. I know not whether it was more 
lucky that I thonght of this ſtratagem. or that I 
found Riſque on the ſpot to execute it. I dare {wear 
the will ſoon take the hint: nor do I fee any other 
way ſhe could poſſibly have come off. —- So, raſcal, 
what ſucceſs. 
Riſq. | have broke the windows with a vengeance; 
I have made room enough for your 2 to march 
1 in 


EEE 


Great's march, 
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in at the head of a company of grenadiers, and all 
this without the leaſt noiſe. But I hope the lady did 
not uſe your honour very ill, that her windows muſt 
be broken. 

Rak. No, Mr. Inquiſitive, I have done it for the 
lady's ſake, to give her an opportunity of ſaying J 
broke in there; for when I was taken in the cloſet, I 
was obliged to bring her off by pretending myſelf a 
robber. BY, Hes _ | 

Rifq. But if he ſhould take you at your word, and 
proſecute you, who would bring your honour off? 

Nat. No matter: it were better ſifty ſuch as I 
were hang'd. than one woman ſhould loſe her reputa- 
tion. But as the cloſet was full of things of value, 
my touching none would ſufficiently preſerve me from 
any villainous imputation, thould the worſt happen. 
 Rifq. 1 fancy, indeed, it would be no diſgrace, to 


be thought to have ſtolen all you have in your pocket. 


Rak. What's that you are muttering Harkee, 


raſcal, be ſure not to go to bed: I ſhall not be at home 


till early in the morning- Nov for my unkind miſ- 


treſs; I may have better ſucceſs there than I foun 


with my kind one. 5 
How bleſs' d is a ſoldier while licenc'd to range, 
How pleaſant this whore for that to exchange! 
Ri. Go thy ways. young Satan; the old gentle- 
man himſelf cinnot-be rauch worre. Let me confider 
a little. My maiter doth not come home till morn— 
ing, the cloſet is full of things of value, and I can 
very eaſily get into it.— Agad, and I'll have a trial. 
I am in no great danger of being caught in the fact; 
ſo if ibring of a good handſome booty ——my mater 
ſtands fair tor being hang'd for it. Heyday! what 
the devil have we here, 


SCENE. 


58 5 COMMONS, avith [Vs ir and Maſjick, RISQUE. 


Com [Singe] Tol, lol de rol lol Now am 
I lexander the Great. and y 011 my Statira and Rox- 
ana Tou 10ns of whores, play me Alexander ine 


Vor. IL. O „ 
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1 Fd. We don't know it, an't pleaſe your worſhip. 
Cm. Don't you? Why then—play me the Black 
Joke. 
: 2 Mb. Play the White Joke; that's my favourite. 
Com. Ay, ay, Black or White, they are all alike to 
ne. [ Mufick plays. 
2 Wh. We had better go to the tavern, my dear; 
the juſtices of peace are ſo ſevere againſt us, we ſhall 
be taken up and ſent to Bridewell. 5 
Com. The juſtices be hang d, they dare not attack 


a man of my quality. The moment they knew me 


to be a lord, they would let us all go again. 

1 . Nay, my dear, I aſk your pardon! I did 
not know you were a lord. 
Com. Ves. my dear, yes; my Lord Kilfob, that's 
my title, of the kingdom of Ireland. | 

Riſq. | Advancing. ] My Lord Kilfob, I am glad to 
ſce your honour in town. 

Com. Ha ! Ned Riſque, give me thy hand, boy. 
Come, honeſt Riſque, thou ſhalt go to the tavern 
with me, and I'll treat thee with a whore and a bottle 
of wine —— But harkee. [Whiſpers. 

1 #5. A lord and ſo familiar with this fellow ! 
This is ſome clerk or apprentice ſtrutting about with 
his maſter's ſword on. 

2 Wh. I fancy, Sukey, this is a ſharper, and no co- 
ming-down cull. 

1 Wh. Ay, damn him, he'll make us pope our un- 
ders for the reckoning : we'll not go with him. 

Com. If thou —_— lend me half a crown, do; 
the devil take me if I do not pay thee again to- 
morrow. 

Riſq. That I ck with all my heart, but I have 
not one Souſe, I aſſure you. [ am on buſineſs for 
my matter, and in a great hurry, — 

Com. Get thee gone for a good- for- nothing dog as 
thou art. Come, firrah, play on to the tavern, 
2 Wh. I don't know what you mean, Sir; we are 
no company for ſuch as you. 

Com. | own you are not fit company for a lord; 
— but no matter, ſeveral lords keep ſuch company; 
and fince I ſtoop to you 


1h, 
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1 . You ſtoop to us, ſcrub ! 
2 kh. You a lord! you are ſome attorney's clerx, 


or a haberdaſher's 'prentice. 


1 Ih. Do you fit behind a deſk, or ſtand behind a 
compter? 

2 Wh, We're not for ſuch as you, we'd have you 
to know, ſellow. 

Com. But J am for ſuch as you — and that I'll 
make you know with a vengeance————--whores, 
trumpets. | 

ihres. Murder, murder, robbery, murder. 

Cin. Vil icour you with a pox. 

[ Beats them off, and returns, 

2 Fid. 1 wiſh we were well rid of this chap; I with 
we get any thing by him. 

1 #74 wich we get off with a whole ſkin and a 
whole fiddle. 

Com. | have paid you off, however. 

1 Fid. I with your honour would pay us off too; 


ſor we are obliged to play to ſome country dances. 


Com. Are not you unpudent dogs to aſk any thing 
for ſuch muſick ? I'll not give yon a ſouſe: you are 


15 a couple of wretched ſcrapers, and play ten degrees 
worſe than the univerſity waits. If you had your merit, 
you would have your fiddles broke about your heads. 


1 Fid. Sir, you don't talk like a gentleman, 
Com. Don't I, Sir? Why then III act like a gen- 
tleman. — ] This is the way a man of honour 
pays debts, you dogs; I'll let out your own guns to 
make fiddle· ſtrings of A couple of cowardly dogs! 
run away from one. Blood! | have routed the whole 


army. Hannibal could have done no more. What 


pity it is ſuch a brave fellow as I am ſhould be made 
a pariſon of ! | [ Link-hoy croſſes. 

Here you ſon of a whore, come here. Are you the 
ſun, or the mcon, or one of the feren (tars * 

Lit. Does your honour want a light, vir? 

Com. Want a light Sir! Ay, Sir. Oo you take me 
for a Diſſenter, you raſcal? Do you think I carry my 
light within, firrah? I travel by an outward light. So- 
lead on, you dog, and light me into darkneſs. 


O 2 e A ſoph 
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A ſoph he is immortal, 
And never can decay; 

For how thould he return to duſt 
Who daily wets his clay ? 


SCENE III. 


RAKEL and Mrs. SOFTLY. 
Mrs. Seft. Forget that letter: it was the eſſect of 


a ſudden ſhort liv'd anger which aroſe from a laſting 
love: jealouſy is ſurcly the ſtrongeſt proof of chat 
paſſion. 
Kea. It is a proof I always with to be without, if 
all my 3 were as forward to believe my Un ⸗ 
cerity. 

Mrs. Seſsiy. all your mit arefles! —— Pravo. 

Rak. | prot of you, Madam, in the plural num- 
ber, as we do of kings, from my reverence; for if [ 
have another miſtreſs upon earth, may l Re 

Mrs. S:ft. Marry'd to her—which would be curſe 
enough on both. But do not think, captain, that 
ſhould I once diſcover my rival, it would give me any 
uneaſineſs; the ſuſpicion of the falſehood raited my 
anger, but the knowledge of it would only move my 
contempt. Be affur'd I have not love enough to make 
me uneaſy if I knew you were falſe: ſo hang jealouſy, 
J will believe you true. 

Rat. By all the tranſports we have felt together, 
by all the eager raptures which this very night hath 
witneſſed to we paſſion [LSoftly hems without. 

Mrs. S /t. Oh heaven! my huſband is upon the 
ſtairs. — 

Rat. A judgment fallen upon me before I had for- 
{worn myſelf.— Have you no cloſet? no chimney ? 

Mrs, S/. None, nor any way but this out of the 
room; he muſt ſee vou Say nothing, but bow, and 
obſerve me. 


SCENE IV. 
Mr. SOFTLY, A. SCFTLY, RAK E!. 


Mr. 827. Sure, never man was ſo put to it to get 
Es 


A Naw Way to keep a Wirz at Home. 161 


— of a troubleſome companion. — day, what's 

re. 

Mrs. Soft. Sir, I afſure you, I am infinitely obliged 
to you, and ſo is my huſband: I am ſorry he is not 
at home to return you thanks. 

[She courtefies all this time to him, wha 
bows to her, 

Mr. Soft. What's the matter, child? what hath | 
the gentleman done for me ? 

Mrs. Seft. Oh! my dear, I am glad you are come 
— The gentleman hath done a great deal for me, he 
hath guarded me home from the play. Indeed, my 
dear, I am infinitely obliged to the gentleman. 

Mr. Soft. Ay, we are both infinitely oblig'd to 
him. Sir, [ am your humble ſervant: I give you a 

eat many thanks, Sir, ſor the civ ility you have con- 

ferr'd on my wife. 1 aſſure you, Sir, yon never did 

a favour to any who will acknowledge it more. 

| Rak. The devil take me, if ever I did: I have been 
as civil to ſeveral wives; but thou art the firit huſband 

| that ever thank d me for it. 

Mr. Soft. Sir, if you will partake of a ſmall col- 
Jation we have within, we ſhall think our ſelves much a 
honour'd in your company. 

Rak. Sir, the honour would be on my fide; bnt I 
am unhappily engag'd to ſup with the Duke of Fleet- 

cert. | 

Mr. Soft. I hope, Sir, you will ſhortly give us 

ſome other opportunity to thank you. 

Mrs, Soft. Pray, Sir, do not let it be long. 
Mr. Soft. Sir, my doors will be always open to 
ou. 1 

1 Nai. All theſe acknowledgments for ſo ſmall a 

gallantry make me aſham'd : I was only fortunate in 

the occaſion of doing what no young gentleman could 
have refuſed. However, vir, 1 ſhall take the firſt op- 
portunity to kiſs your hands, and am yaur molt obe- - 
dient humble ſervant.—Not a ſtep, Sir. 

Mr. Saſt. Sir, your molt humble ſervant. . 


24: SCENE: 
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SCENE V. 
Mr. SOFTLY, Mrs. SOFTLY. 


Mr. Soft. I proteſt one of the civileſt gentlemen 1 
ever ſaw. 

Mrs. Soft. Moſt infinitely well-bred. 

Mr. Soft. I have been making a viſit to my neigh- 
bour Wiſdom, where whom thould I meet with but 
that unlucky rogue, my nephew Commons, who hath 
taken me to the tavern, and, I protelt, almoſt luſter'd 

me. 

Mrs. $:/t. He was here juſt as you went out, and | 
as rude as ever; but I gave him a ſufficient rebuff: I 
fancy he'll {c: rce venture here again. And, indeed, 
my dear. he is ſo very ſcandalous, I wiſh you would 
not ſuffer him, 

Mi. Sc/t. He will be ſettled in the country ſoon, 

and ſo we ſhall be ride of him quite. Put, my dear, I 
have ſome news to tell you: my fiſter Wiſdom hath 
receiv'd juſt ſuch another letter as yours, threatning 
to murder her in her chair the firſt time ſhe goes a- 
broad, unleſs ſhe lays twenty guineas under a ſtone, 

Indeed, ſhe ſhews abundance of prudence on this oc- 
caſion, by keeping at home: ſhe doth not go abroad 
and frighten her poor huſband, as you do. 

Mrs. Soft. My filter Wiſdom receiv'd ſuch a let- 
ter! I am heartily glad you have told me of it; for 
I owe her a viſit, and on this occafion it would be 
unpardonable to neglet a moment.---Who's there--- 
Order my chair this inſtant, and do you and the other 
footman take to your arms. 

Mr S:ft. Why, you would not viſit her at this 
time o'night. 

Mrs. Saft. Oh! my dear! it is time enough ; ; it is 
not yet ten. Oh! I would not for the world, when 
| the will be ſire too that I know it. My dear, your 
ſervant; I'll make but a ſhort viſit, and be back a- 
gain before you can be ſet down to ſupper. 

Mr. S:ft. Was ever ſo unfortunate a wretch as I 
am! All my contrivances to keep her at home, do but 
ſend her abroad the more, Bag dave a virtuous wife, 

hew- 


—— 
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however ; and truly virtuous women are ſo rare * 
this age one cannot pay too dear for her — Oh! 
virtuous wife is a moſt prodigious —_— 


SCENE VI. Mr. Wispon's Houſe. 
RAKEL, Mrs. WISDOM. 


Rat. To rally again the ſame night after ſuch a 
rebuff, is, I think, _—_—_— a ſign of uncommon 
bravery. 

Mrs. IWiſd. What is it in me to lead you to that 
rally, captain, when I mult ſhare the chief part of the 
danger too? 
al. Why indeed, Madam, to ſend me word of this 
ſecond retreat of your huſband, was a kindneſs I know 
but one way how to thank you tor; and I will thank 
thee ſo heartily, my dear, dear lovely angel — 

Betty. [Entering.) Oh! 2— ! here's Mrs. 
Softly juſt comin | BP. 

Rak Mrs. Softly ! 

Mrs. Wiſd. How came ſhe to be let in? Were not 
my orders, not at home? 

Betty. She ſaid ſhe knew you were at awe, and 
would fee you — She will be here this inſtant. 

Ra [ Offers to go into the cloſet.) The door is lock d. 

Mrs Wiſd. And my huſband hath the key, 3 | 
ſignifies not much if ſhe ſees you. 

Rak. Oh! Madam, I am tenderer of your reputa- 
tion.— This table will hide me. [Gets under it. 


SCENE VII. 
Mrs. WISDOM, Mrs. SOFTLY. 


| Mrs. Soft Oh! my dear, I am exceedingly con- 
cern'd to hear of your misfortune ; I ran away the 
very minute Mr. Softly brought me the news. 
Mrs. Wiſd. 1 am very much obliged to you, my 
dear. 

Mr. Soft. But | hope you are not frighten d, my 
dear g 
Mr. Wiſd It is impollible to old a little furprize 
on ſuch an occaſion. 1 

74. 


164 A New War to keep a Wire at Home. 


Mrs. Soft Oh yes! a little ſurprize at firſt; but 
when one hath ſufficient guards about one there can 
be no danger. Have you not heard that I receiv'd 
juſt ſuch another letter about three days ago? 
Are. Wiſd. And venture abroad ſo late 8 

Mrs. Soft. Ha, ha, ha! — Have L not a vaſt deal of 
courage ? 

Mrs. Wiſd. Indeed, I think ſo. I am fure I have 
not ſlept one wink theſe three nights. 

Mrs. S$:ft. 1 have not ſlept much—ſor I was up 
two of them at a ball. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Why, you venture abroad as fearleſs as 
if no ſuch thing had happen'd. 

Mrs. Saft. It is only the expence of a footman or 
two the more; no one would ſtay at home for that, 
you know. Sure you don't intend to confine yourſelf 
any longer on this account. I would not ſtay at home 
three days, it I had receiv'd as many letters as go by 
the poſt in that time. 

Mrs. Wiſd. You have more courage than I : the 
2 of the danger with me would quite ex- 

iſh the pleaſure. 

rs. $;ft. Oh! you comedy creature, there is no 
pleaſure without danger; but I thank heaven, my. 
thoughts are always ſo full of the former, that I leave 
no room for any meditation on the latter, 


SCENE VIII. 


Mr. WISDOM, Mrs. WISDOM, Mrs. SOFTLY, 
CON3TABLE, SERVANTS. 


John I'll take my oath I ſaw him go in. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Bleſs me, my dear, what's the matter? 

Mr. Wiſd. Don't be frighten'd, child, this fellow 
hath ſeen the rogue rhat was here to-day get into the 
houſe again, Mr. Conſtable, that is the eloſet- door: 
you have the key ; therefore, do you enter firſt, and 
we'll all follow you. 

Fobn, Ay, ay, let me alone; do you but lay hands 
on him, and I'll knock his n out. 

Mrs. Soft. Lud, ſiſter, how you tremble ! Take 
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example by me, and don't be frighten'd. 
John, Thomas, bring up your blunderbuſſes. 
Mrs. Wiſd. Support me; or | faint, 


SCENE HK. 
RISQUE, [difcover'd.] 


Cort. You may as well ſubmit, Sir, for we are too 
ſtrong for you. 

7:hn. Confeſs, Sirrah! conſeſs. How many are 
there of you? 

Mr. Viſd Search his pockets, Mr. Conftadle.. 

Mrs. Wiſd. What do | ſee?” 

Mrs. 370 Captain Rakel's man! : 11 

Mr. 17d. It is ſufficient! the goods are found upon 
him. Sirrah ! confeſs your accomplices this moment; 
you have no other way to ſave your life than by be- 
coming evidence againſt your gang. 

John. Learn to betray your friends, ſirrah! if you 
would rob like a gentleman and not be hang'd for it. 

Mr. Wiſd. And fo, Sir, I ſuppoſe it was you that 
writ the threat'ning letter to my wife, Why don't you 
ſpeak? You may as well confeſs; for you will be 
hang'd whether you confeſs or no. 

Conſt. Would it not be your wiſeſt way to impeach 
your companions ? ſo you may not only ſave your life, 
but get rewarded for your roguery 

Mr. TWiſd. Is the ratcal dumb? We'll find ways ts 
make him ſpeak, I warrant you. 


SCENE X. 
To them, COMMONS, drunk and firging. 


Cam. Hey! uncle, what a pox do you keep open 
honſe at this tine of night? Oons, I thought you uſed 
to ſue ak to bed at ſoberer hours. 

Mr. Ii iſd. How often mult I forbid you my houſe ? 

Com. Sir, you may forbid me as often as yow 
pleaſe; when your door is open I thall never be able 
to. pats by. 

Mr. Wij4. You ſhall find a very warm reception. 

Cem. As warm as you pleaſe, for it is damn'd cold 


with- 


„ 
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without. But come, where's your liquor? You do not 
entertain all this company without wine, I hope.— 
Why, what a pox are all theſe? —the militia ! 

Mr. Wiſd. Sir, if you do not go ont of my doors 
this inſtant, you ſhall be forc'd out. 
Com. Damn your doors, Sir, and your tables too ; 

PI turn yous houſe out o' doors, Sir. 
[Overturns the table, and diſcovers * 


SCENE A. 


Mr. WISDOM. Mrs. WI DOM, M.. SOFTLY, 
RAKEL, RISQUE, CONSTABLE, SER- 
 VANTS. | 


Jobr. More rogues ! more rogues ! 

Con. | have him ſecure enough. 

Mr. IWi/d. This ſecond viſit, Sir, is exceeding kind. 
I ſuppole, Sir, this is the honeſt gentleman that conveys 
away the goods; we have ſtopped the goods, and ſhall 
convey you both to a proper habitation. 85 

Rak. Damnation | | 

Mrs. Wiſd. Ruin'd beyond retrieval. > Aide. 

Mrs. S:ft. May I believe my eyes? 

Mr. Wiſd. [To Riſque ] You will have but a ſhort 
time to conſider on't ; ſo it were good for you to re- 
ſolve on being an evidence, and ſave your own neck 
at the expence of his. 

Riſg Well, Sir, if I muſt peach, I muſt, I think. 

Mr. Wi ſd. [To Rakel.] Do you know this gentle- 


man, Sir? 


Rak. [A ide. Confuſion ! what ſhall I do? 
Conſt. How the rogues ſtare at one another! What, 


did you never ſee one another before ? 


Riſg. Pox take him, I wiſh I had never ſeen him : 
Pm ſure am like to pay dear enough for his acquaint- 
ance. 

My Wiſd. You have no other way to prevent it 
than by iwearing againſt him. 

Riſq. Ay, ay, Sir. I'll ſwear againſt him; he brought 
me to this ſhame, ſo let him look to it. I never took 
theſe courſes till I became acquainted with that high- 

wayman 
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wayman there, who hath robb'd on all the roads of 
England N 

Nat. Ha | 

Con ſt. And will you ſwear that this fellow wrote 
the letter to my maſter, to threaten to murder my lady 
whenever ſhe went abroad ? | 

Rifq. Ay, that I will; I ſaw him write it with my 
own eyes. 

Mr. Wiſd. -— You ſaw him write it? 

Riſq. Nes, an't pleaſe your honour. 

Mr. Wiſd. I find this fellow will do our buſineſs 
without any other evidence. [IAlde. 

Mrs. Soft. Can this be poſſible) [ Afide, 

Mr. Wiſd. And ſo if my wife had ventured abroad, 
you had put your deſign in execution. 
Ri. — She would have been murder'd the very 
firſt time, an't pleaſe your honour. 

Mr. Wiſd. See there now—Did I not adviſe you 
like a friend? In fhort, I know not when it will 
be ſafe for you t to ſtir without your own doors. 

Mrs. Wiſd. And was I to have fallen by the hands 
of this gentleman ? 

Riſq Yes, Madam; he was to have murder'd your 
ladythip, and I was to have robb'd you. 
Neal. Dog! villain! | 

Riſq. Don't give ill language, Tom; I have often 
told you what your rogueries would come to. I told 
yon, you would never leave eff thieving but at the 
 gallows, | 
Neat. Villain, be aſſur'd I will be reveng'd on thee. 

Riſq. J defire of your worſhip, that we may not be 
put together; I do not care for ſuch co:npany. 
Mr. Miſd. Mr. Conſtable, convey them to the round- 
houſe; let them be kept ſeparately, ang in the morning 
you ſhall hear from me. 

Rak. [To Wild. ] Sir, ſhall I beg to ſpeak one word 
with you ? 

Mr. Wiſd. You are ſure he has no arms about him, 
Mr. Conſtable ? 
Cant. No, Sir, he hath no arms about him, nor 
any thing elſe. 
Rak. This 3 will end in nothing but your 

OWB 
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own ſhame; [ {part to Wiſd ] ſo you had beſt ſet me 
at liberty. Be aſſured that I am not the perſon you 
take me for; my character will make it evident that 
my deſign was neither to rob nor to murder you: my 
crime, Sir, will appear to be ſuch as (Heaven be prai- 
ſed) our laws do not hang a man for.—As for that 
ſellow there, he is my ſervannt; but how, or with what 
deſign he came here, I eme tell. | 

Mr. IWiſd. And is this what you have to ſay, Sir? 

Riſq. Don't believe a word he ſays, Sir; for he is 
one of the damnedelt liars that ever was hang'd: he'll 
tell you he kept a juſtice of peace for a ſervant, if you 
will believe him. 

Mr. Wiſd. He ſays he kept you as ſuch. _ 

Riſq. Ay, there it is now. Art thou not a ſad dog, 
Tom: But thou wilt pay for all thy rogueries ſhortly. 

| . Witdom points to the Conſtable, 

Con ſt. come, bring them along; march, you poor 
beggarly raſcal you a rogue, and be damn'd to 

you, without a penny in your pocket. 


SCENE XIL 
Mr. WISDOM, Mrs. WISDOM, Mr. SOFTLY, 
Mr. Hiſd. Don't be frighten'd, my dear; while you 
are at home, you are in no danger. Sifter Softly, 1 
am ſorry you find my family in ſuch diſorder. 

Mrs. Saft. I am heartily ſorry for your ſake, dear 
brother; but Heaven knows how ſoon it may be our 
OWN fate; for I ſuppoſe you know we have receiv d a 
letter too. 

Mr. IWifd. We muſt find ſome way to break the neck 
of this trade. Here's my poor wife will not be able 
to ſtir abroad this winter. 

Mrs. Soft. Not ſtir abroad this winter! Marry, 
forbid it; the hath Haid at home longer already than i 
ſhould have done, had the danger been ten times 
greater I would rather loſe my life than my liberty. 
Where's the difference, whether one be lock'd up 
in one's own grave, or one's own houſe *'—My foul is 
ſuch an enemy to confinemeut. that if my body were 
conſin'd, it would not ſtay in it. 


I | Mr, 


voy FT) 
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the windows — and he exceeded his commiſſion- 


muſt be ſo—and what he hath ſaid was only forg 4 to 
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Mr. Hiſd. Oh lud! here's doctrine for my wife. 
May your body never enter my doors again, I pray 
Heaven. [le] But if you have no more fears 


Yor yourſelf, I hope you would have ſome for your 


huſband. | | | 
Mrs. S:ft. Oh! dear Sir, the wife who loves her huſ- 
band as well as herſelf is an exceeding good Chriſtian. 
That man mull de a moſt unreaſonable creature, who 
expects a woman to abſtain from pleaſures for his fake. 
Mr. IWiſd. Hoity-toity! I hope you'll allow that a 


woman ought to avoid ſome pleatures for the fake of 


her huſband. 

Ars. Set Oh, certainly! ongbt no doubt on't. 
But to ſpeak freely, | am afraid when once a woman's 
pleaſures run counter to the intereſt of her huſband; 
when once the finds greater pleaſures abroad thun: t 
home, I am afraid al the threatning letters in Europe 
will not keep her from them. » 

Mr. Wiſd. Oh lud! Oh lud! 

Mr Soft. But to ſhew you that I am of a contra- 
ry opinion, I will leave the moſt agreeable company 
in che world to go home to my huſband. —No cere- 
mony. 

Mr. Miſd. 1 will fee you into your chair. 

=» Soft. Silter, your ſervant. - 

Mrs. Wiſd. My dear, I am yours. —What ſhall 1 
think! Rakel cannot be guilty of ſuch villany. But 
then how came his ſervant here? He ſent him to break 


It 


excuſe himſelf. 
SCE NE XIII. 
Ar. WISDOM, Mrs. WISDOM. 
Mr. Wiſd. I with you well home, Madam; and 
may you never come abroad again. — My dear, I am 
afraid ſhe hath quite truck you dumb with ſurprize. 
This woman is a walking contagion, and ought not 
to be admitted into one's houſe. She is able to raiſe 
a univerſal conjugal rebellion in the nation. 
Mere. Wiſd. Alas! my dear, I with this affair had 
not happen'd. I vow, I feel a ſort of pity for theſe poor 
Var. LL. P wretches, 


| 
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wretches, whom neceſſity hath driven to ſuch courſes, 
One of them ſcems ſo young too, that it he were for- 
given perhaps he might an nend. 

Mr. Wiſd. His method of robbing, b and 
the next time cut our throats. 

Mrs. Wifd. Strict juſtice ſęems too rigorous in my 
opinion; and tho' it may be a v omanith weaknels, I 


could with you would forgive them. 


Ms. IWiſz. Be aſſur'd, my love, it is a womanith 
weakneſs which makes you plead for the life of a young 
fellow. By the women's conſent we ſhould have no 
rogues hang'd till after they are forty. 

Mrs. I. In one fo young, vice hath not { ſtrong 


a root. 


Nr. NMiſd. You lie, my dear; vice hath often the 


ſlrongeſt — in a yours fellow. So, ſay no more, I 


am determin'd he thall be hang'd: I will go take my 
meſs of ſugar-ſops, aud to bed. In the morning early 
] will goto a jultice of the peace. 
Airs. Wiſd. But conſider, my dear, will you not 
provoke the reſt of the gang to revenge: ? 
Me. Wifd. Fear nothing, my dear. 
While in your huſband's arms you keep your 


treaſure, 
You're free from fear of hurt. | 
Mr. IWijd. or hope of pleaſure, 


FL 


ACT m SCENTS 1 
SCENE, Ln inner room in the Rinnd-Houſe. 
COMMONS, RAKEL. 
Commons. 
RITHEE, Tom, forgive me. 
Rak. Forgive thee! Death and damnation ! 


doſt thou inſult my misfortunes! Doſt thou think I 
am come to the tree, where { am to whine out of the 


world like a good chriſtian, and forgive all my enemies. 


If thou wilt hear my * prayer, damm thee heartily, 
heartily, 


Com, 
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Cam. Amen, if I deſign'd thee any miſchief. 

Rat. Rat your deſigns; it is equal to me whether 
you delign'd it or not; and I will forgive you and 
thar raſcal Riſque at the ſame time. 

Com. Nay, but dear Tom, why the danger is not 
ſo great as thou apprehendeſt: it will never be be- 


| lieved that thou didſt intend to rob my uncle; thy 


reputation will prevent that. 

Rak. But it will be believed that I intended to 
cuckold your uncle; my reputation will not prevent 
that : and I would rather facrifice the world than my 
miſtrets Oons! I believe thou didſt intend to diſ- 
cover me, to ſave the virtue of thy aunt. 

Com. To fave the devil ! You thould lie with all 
my aunts, or with my mother and filters: nay, I will 
carry a letter for you to any of them. 

Rat. Carry a letter! if thou wilt get me two let- 

ters that were taken out of my pocket when I was 
fearch'd, I will forgive thee It is in vain to keep it 
a ſecret. Your uncle Wiſdom bath in his poſſeſſion a 
letter from each of your aunts, which unleſs we get 
back, muſt ruin them both. 

Com. But I ſuppoſe he hath read chem already. 

Nat. Then they are ruin'd already. 

C:m, Prithee, what are the letters? 

Rk. I believe, Sir, you may guels what buſines b is 
between them and me. | 

Com. Harkee, Tom ——There i is no nt in 88 | 

Fab. There is nothing more in them than from the 
one an invitation to come and fee her, and from the 


other a very civil meſſage that ihe will never fee my 


face again. 
Conft. | Enters ] Captain, you mak go before the 
juitice. As for you, Sir, you have your liberty to go 


where you pleaſe. I hope you will be as good as your 


word, and remember to buy your ock ings at my 
mop; for if | had not perſnaded the gentleman to 
make up the affair, you might have gone betore the 

juſtice too. 
Cem. Mr. Conſtable, I am oblig'd to-you : ans the 
ne xt time yu take me "P, [ hope I ſhall have more 
F'2 money 
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money in my pocket. Come, noble captain, be not 
dejected; I'll ſtand by thee, whatever be the conſe- 
quence -— Mr, Conſtable, we'll wait on you imme- 
diately. Harkce, I have a thought juſt riſen may 
bring the ladies off in the eaſieſt manner imaginable. 

Rick What hath the devil inſpir'd thee with? 

Com. Suppoſe now | ſhould ſwear that I forg'd their 
hands. Luckily for the purpoſe I have had a quarrel 
this very day with my uncle Wiſdom, and another 
with my aunt Softly : ſo that we may perſuade the 
eld gentleman that I ſent the letters to you in order 
to be Nveng' d on them. Now, if we could perſuade 
them this. 

Rak Which we might, if they 1 were as ready to be- 
lieve any thing as thou art to ſwear any thing; but 
as the caſe h appeneth to be quite contrary, thy ſtra- 
tagem is good for nothing; ſo fare you well. No- 
thing will proſper with me whilſt I keep ſuch a wic- 
ked fellow company. 

Com. The invitation muſt be from my aunt t Wiſdom 
by his being there — Odd, if there be no direction, 
it may do—— Thou art ſuch a dear wicked dog, 1 
cannot leave thee in the lurch. 


SCENE I. 


Mr. WISDOM, Mrs. WISDOM, 

Mr. IWifd. Pray, no more of your good-nature, my 
dear, It is a very good-natur'd thing truly to ſave 
one rogue's throat, that he may cut twenty honeſt 
people's. The guod-nature of women is as furious as 
their ill- nature; they would fave or deftroy, without 
diſtinction. But by this time I ſuppoſe my brother 
Softly is. ready. So, child, good-morrow. 

Are. jd. Nny, my dear, [ dare not truſt myſelf 
even in my own houſe without you, now you have 
provos'd the gang, So, if you are determin'd to go, 
you fhall _ me to return my fiſter's viſit. 

Mr. Mid. Indeed, my dear, I will carry you to a 
maſquer. ade as ſoon. No, no; no more viſiting there. 


If my ſiſter's huſband's brother marries a lead woman, 


the ſhall not ſpoil my wife; III carry you to no ſuch 
lectures. 
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lectures. She will teach you more naughtineſs in half 
an hour, than half a dozen modern comedies ; nay, 
than the lewd epilogues to as many modern tragedies, 

Mrs. IWiſd. Which you never tuffer me to go to, 
tho' you ſeldom mits yourſelf, 

Ar. Wiſd. Well, I muſt not loſe a —— good- 
morrow. 

Mrs. Wiſd. So you leave me behind to be mur- 
der'd. 
_ Wifd. You'll come to no harm, I warrant 


Mr. Wifi. 1 cannot think that, when I know what 
you are going upon. If this generous creature thould 
have honour enough to preſerve my reputation, ſhall 
I ſuffer him to prelerve it at the expence of a life which 
was dearer to me than fame before, and by ſuch an 
inſtance of honour will become ſtill more precious. 
No, ſhould it come to that, | wil give up my honour 
to preſerve my lover, and will be 77 the witnels 
to bis! innocence. — Who's there ? 


SCENE NM. 
Mrs. WISDOM, BET rr. 


Mrs. Wiſd. Call a chair. 
Bet. Madam! 
Mrs. Wiſd. Call a chair. | 
Bet. And is your ladyſhip reſolv'd to venture a- 
broad ? | 

Mrs. Wiſd. I begin to laugh at the danger I ap- 
prehended But, however, that I may not be too 
bold, order the footman to take a blunderbufs with 
him : and, d'ee hear, order him to hire chairmen, and 
arm them with muikets. I am refolv'd to pluck up 

a fpirit, Betty, and ſhew my huiband that I am like 
i women 

Bet. | am heartily glad to fee your ladyſhip hath ſo 
much courage: [ always lik'd thoſe families the bet, 
where the ladies govern'd the moſt. Where ladies 
govern there are ſecrets, and where there are ſecrets 
there are vails. my liv'd with a lady once who uſed to 

P 3 give 
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give her clothes away every month, and her huſband 
durſt not oppoſe it = 

Mrs. Hiſd. Go, do as I bid you in a moment I 
have no time to loſe; I will but put on my mantle 
and be ready, SS 


SCENE IV. Me. SortLy's Houſe. 
Mrs. SOFTLY, Calinc. ] 


Mr. Seſt. That he ſhould convey himſelf under 
ker table without her knowledge, is ſomething difficult 
to believe. Nor can I imagine any neceſſities capable 

of driving him to ſo abandon'd a courſe. Her concern 
ſeem'd to have another cauſe than fear. Beſides, I 
remember when we were at the matquerade together, 
he talked to her near an hour; and if I miſtake not, 
the was fo pleaſed with his converiation, that ſhe gave 
him encouragements which he was unlikely to have 
wiltaken - It mult be ſo— whatever was his deſign, 


| the was privy to it. He is falſe, and ſo adieu, good 


captain. 
SCENE Y. 
Mr. SOFTLY, Mrs. SOFTLY. 

Mr. S:/t. My dear, your ſervant: no news of my 
brother Wiſdom yet? I have been conſidering how 
lucky it is that ours was not the houſe attack'd—we . 

might not ſo happily have diſcover'd it. (Poor fool, 
how little ſhe ſuſpects whe the incendiaries were.) 

Mrs. Soft. Heaven ſend the gang be quite broke ; 
I ſhall be oblig'd to make more ſervants mount the 

uard now whenever I go out. 

Mr. Soft. It would be much more adviſeable ſor 
you to ſtay at home, and then no one need mount 
gvard upon you but your huſband, 5 

Mrs. Soft. Never name it, I am no more ſafe at 
home than abroad; for if the rogues ſhould ſet our 
| houſe on fire, I am ſure no one would wiſh to be in it. 

Mr. Soft Still my arguments retort upon me, and 
like food to ill blood promote the diſeaſe, not the cure. 
Well, my dear, take your ſwing, Ill give you no _— 
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of my advice — and I heartily wiſh you may never | 


ſtay at home. 
Airs. Soft. Why do you wiſh ſo? | 
Mr. Sejt. Becauſe I am ſure you muſt be lam'd 
fir it. 
Mrs, Set. Why indeed, my dear, I think no one 
would ſtay at home who had legs to go abroad. 


Vr Saft. Truly, my dear, if I was ſure ſhe would 
have ſtaid at home, I would have choſen a wife with- 


out legs before the fineit legg'd woman in the uni- 


verſe; but the who can't walk will be carry'd. I have 
no need to complain of your legs, for they ſeldom 
carry you farther than your own door. And truly, 
my dear, reckoning the number of your attendants, 
you go abroad now upon a dozen legs. 

Servant. [Enters.] Sir, Mr, Wildom to wait on 
your worſhip. 


/vir. Soft. Shew him * — wil you Nay and hear 


the trial ? 
Urt. Soft. No, I have other buſineſs; by that time 


Jam dreſs'd, I expect a lady to call on me to go to 


ancther rial ; I mean the rehearſal of the new opera. 


SCENE VI. 


Mr. WISDOM, Mr. SOFTLY. 
Mr. Soft. Brother Wiſdom, your ſervant : my 


wife tells me you have made a diſcovery of the in- 


cendiaries. Ha, ha, ha ! ſhe little thinks who wrote 
the letters. 


Ar. Miſd. No, nor do you think who will appear 
to have written them. 


Ar. Soft. 1 hope we ſhall not appear to have 
written them. 

Mr Miſd. No, no. One of the fellows I have i in 
cuſtody offers to ſwear it on the other. 

\\'r Soft How! but you know we cannot admit 
of ſuch a teliimony, whereof we know the falſehood. 

r Hd. And what then? you don't take the 


falſe oath, do you? Are you to anſwer for the fins of 
another? 


Mr. 
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Mr. Soft. But will not the other circumſtances do 
without that of the letter ? 

Mr. Wiſd. Yes, they will do to hang him; but 
will not have the ſame terror on our wives. | 

Mr. Ssft. I am glad of it with all my heart; I am 
ſure I have ſeverely paid for all the terrors I have gi- 
ven my wife: if I could bring her to be only as bad 
as ſhe was before, I ſhould think myſelf entirely hap- 
Py. In ſhort, brother, I have found by woful expe- 
rience, that mending our wives is like mending our 
conſtitutions, when often waiter all our pains we 
would be glad to return to our former ſtate. 

Mr. Ai,. Well brother, if it be fo, I have no 
reaſon to repent having been a valetudinarian.—But 
let me tell you, brother, you do not know how to 
govern a wife. 1 5 

Mr. Seſt. And let me tell vou, brother, vou do 
rot know what it is to have a woman of ſpirit to 

overn. . 5 5 

Mr Miſd. A fig for her ſpirit, I know what it is 
to have a virtuous wife; and perhaps I am the only 
man in town that knows what it is to keep a wife at 
home. = 

dir. St. Brother, do not upbraid me with my 
wife's going abroad : if ſhe Goth, it is in the beit 
company, And tor virtue — for that, Sir, my wife's 
name is Lucretia I. ucret ia the ſecond; and I don't 
queſtion but ſhe's as chaſte as the firſt was. 

Mr Wiſd. y, ay, and I believe ſo too Rut 
don't let the ſqueamiſhneſs of your conſcience put 
a ſtop to my ſucceſs: And let me tell you, if you are 
not advantaged by the ſtratagem, you will be diſad- 
vantaged by the difcovery ; for if you put ſuch a 
ſecret into your wife's boſom, let me tell you, you 
are not Solomon the ſecond. 


SCENE VII. 


Mr. WISDOM, Mr. SOFTLY, CONSTABLE 
RAKEL, RISQUE, CLERK, SERVANTS. 
Servant. Sir, here is a conſtable with ſome pri- 


ſoners. 
Nr. 


7 


F yr” WOE os IP" 9 
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Mr. Saſt. Bring them in. Brother Wiſdom, 1 
will tretch both law and conſcience as wide as Poll 


ble to ſerve you. 


Conſt. Come, gentlemen, walk in and take your 
places. 


Mr. Soft. Are theſe the two fellows, Mr. Con- 


ſtable, that you found laſt night broke into Mr. 


Wrdom's houſe ? 
Conf. Yes, an't pleaſe your worſhip 


Ri. We are the two rogues, an't pleaſe your 
worſhip 


Mr. Wijd. This fellow is to be admitted evidence 


| againſt the other. 


Rijq. Yes, Lam evidence * the king. 
Mr. Saft. Where is my clerk ? Mr. . let 


that fellow be ſworn. 


R/. May it pleaſe your worſhip, I have a fort of 


ſcruple of conſcience; L have been told that you are 


apte-to hire rogues to ſwear againit one another, than 
ta pay them for it when they have done it. There- 
fore, ſuppoſing it to be all the ſame caſe with your 
worſhip, I ſhould be glad to be paid beforehand. 

Mr. Soft. What does the ſimple fellow mean? 
Mr. Wiſd. Perhaps we ſhall not want his evidence; 
here are {ome papers which were found in the other” : 


pocket. I have open'd one of them only, which [ 


find to contain the whole method of their conſpiracy, 
Mr. Soft. Mr. Sneakſby, read theſe papers. 
Sneaks, [reads.] To enſign Rakel, _ Parole 

Plunder.” | 

Mr. Wiſd. Plunder's the wand agad ! 

Sneaks For the guard to-morrow, enſign Rabel, 

two ſerjeants, two corporals, one drum, and fix and 

thirty men.” 

Mr. Soft. Why, the rogues are incorpor: ated, they 
are regimented -——= we ihall ſhortly have a ltand- 
ing army of rognes as well as of foldiers. 

Mr. Wiſd. Six and thirty rogues about the town 


to-day: Mr. Softly, we mult look to our houſes, I ex- 


pect to hear of ſeveral fires and murders before night. 
Mr. Seſt. Tr uly, brother Wiſdom, I fear it will 
be 
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be neceflary to keep the city train'd-bands continual- 


ly under arms. 


Mr. A, They won't do, Sir; they won't FR 
Six and thirty ct. theſe bloody fellows would bear 
them all.----Sir, ix and thirty of theſe rogues would 
require at leaſt one hundred of the foot- - guards to 
cope with them. 

Mr. Soft. Mr. Sneal:ſby read on, we ſhall make 
farther diſcoveries [1 engage. 

Srcu le. Here's a woinan's hand, may it plenſe your 
worthip. 

Mr. S:;7. Read it, read it. There are women * 
bers as well as men, = 

Sreans. | Reads.) * Be here at the time you men- 
© tion, my hutard i; Juct.ily out of the way. I with 

your huppinels be, as you lay, entirely in the power 
1 ELIZABSeT WIS Don. 

Afr. Hiſl. What's that? Who's that ? 

Sreats. Elizabeth Wiſdom, 

Mr. Wiſd. {| Snatches the letter.] By all the plagnes 
of hell, my wife's own hand too. 

Mr. Soft. I always thought ſhe would be diſco- 
ver'd one time or other, to be no better than ſhe 
ſhould be. ide. 

Mr. Wiſd. I am confounded, amazed, ſpeechlaſs. 

Mr. Set. What's the matter, brother Wiidom? 
Sure your wife doth not hold correſpondence with 
theſe people; your wife! that durſt not go abroad 
for fear of them; who is the only wife in town that 


her huſband can keep at home. 


Mr. I iſd. Blood and faries, I ſhall become the 
Jeſt of the town. | 
Sneats. Nay it pleaſe your Worſhip, here is one 
letter more, in a woman's hand too. | 
Mr. Set. The fame woman's hand, I warrant 

you. 
Smears. [ Reads. 7 © Sir, your late behaviour hath 
determined me never to ſee yon more: if you get 
entrance into this houſe for the future, it will not 
be by my conſent; for I defire you would hence- 
forth imagine there never was any acquaintance be- 
+ tween you and LuokgTLA SOFTLY, 
Mr, 
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Mr. Ilij4., Ha! 

Mr. Soft. Lucretia ſoftly 1------Give me the let 
ter - Brother Wiſdom, this is ſome counterfeit. 

Mr. 1i/4. It muſt be fo. Sure it cannot come from 
Lucretia the ſecond ; the that is as chaſte as the firt 
Lucretia was.---She correſpond with ſuch as theſe, 
who never goes out of doors but to the belt compa- 
ny in tovn! | | 

Mr. Seft. 'Tis impoſble ! 

Mr. Wiſl. You may think ſo; but I who underit: ind 
women better, will not be fo eaſily ſatisfy'd. —Þ'll go 
ſetch my wife hither, and if ſhe doth not acquit her- 
ſelf in the plainet manner, brother Softly, you ſhall 
commit her and her rogues together.----Aa: What 
do [ lee? An I a 


SCENE VII. 


75 them, Mrs. WISDOM, guarded. 


Ars. Wiſd. Let the reſt of my guards . without 
My Year, your ſervant. | 
Me. 440 This muſt be ſome deluſion, this can't 
de real. 

Mrs. Wiſd. 1 ſee you are ſurpris'd at my courage, 
my dear; but don't think I have ventur'd hither a- 
lone, I have a whole regiment of guards with me. 

Ar. Miſd. You have a whole 2 of devits 
with you, my dear. — 
Mrs. Wiſd. Ha, ha, ha. 


T, them, Mrs, SOFTLY. 


Mrs. Soft. Joy of your coming abroad, ſiſler Wi 
dom; I flew to meet you the moment my ſervants 
brought me the agreeable news you were here. 

Mrs. IViſd. lam extremely oblig'd to you, Madam; 
but I with this ſurpriſe may have no ill effect on poor 
Mr. Witdom; he looks as if he had ſeen an appari- 
non. 

Mrs. Soft. Nay, it will be a great ſorpriſe to al] 

your 


. „ 
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your acquaintance ; you mult have made an hundred 
viſits before it will be believ'd. 

Mrs. Wiſd. Oh! my dear, I intend to make almoſt 
as many before I go home again. 

Mr. Wi/d. Plagues and furies ! 

Mr. S:ft. | fancy, brother Wiſdom, ) you begin to 
be as weary of the letter project as myſelt. 

Mr. Wiſd. Harkee you, crocodile----devil ! come 


| here, do you know this hand? [Softly heut 


Mrs. Softly her letter at the ſame time. 

Mrs. Wifd.-—-—- Ha! [ Start3. 
Mr. Wijd. You counterbeited - your fear bravely; 
you were much terrify'd with the thoughts of the e- 
nemy, while you * a private correſpondence with 


SCENE the luſt. 


TD them, COMMONS. 5 
Cam. So uncles, I ſee you take turns to keep the 
rendezvous. Uncle Wiſdom, | hope you are nct 
angry with me for what I faid laſt night. When a 
man is drunk, you know his reaſon is not ſober; and 
when his reaſon is not ſober, a man that a&s accord- 
ing to his reaſon cannot act ſoberly. There's logick 
for you, uncle; you ſee I have not forgotten all my 
univerfity learning. 
Ar. Wiſd. | ſhall take another opportunity, Sir, 


to talk with you. 


Com. Well, aunt W iſdom, I hope you will recon- 
eile my uncle to me; I ſhould have waited on you laſt 
night, according to your invitation, when my uncle 
was abroad, but I was engag'd. I receiv'd your let- 
ter too, Madam. 

Mrs. Soft. My letter, brute! | 

Com. Yes, madam ; did you not ſend me a letter 
laſt night that you would never ſee my face again, 
deſiring me to * that I had ever any acquaint- 
ance with you: nay, I think you may be aſham'd to 
own it ; here's a good-natur'd woman that tries to 
make up all differences between relations. Ha! 
what do I fee! — Rakel. 


2 Rat. 


A New War to keep a Wirz at Home. 18 

Rak. You ſee a man who is juſtly puniſhed by the 
ſhame he now ſuffereth for the injury he hath done 
you. Thoſe two letters you mention, I took laſt 
night from your bureau, which you accidentally left 
open: and fir'd with the praiſes which you have fo 
often and ſo juſtly beſtow'd on this lady, I took that 
opportunity, when ſhe told me her huſband would 
be abſent, to convey myſelf thro' the window into the 
cloſet. What follow'd, I need not mention any more 
than what IL defign'd. | N 

Com. Rob my bureau, Sir! 

Rat. Nay, dear Jack, forgive me; theſe ladies have 
the greateſt reaſon to be offended, fince the letters 
being found in my pockets, had like to have cauſed 
ſome ſuſpicions which would not have been to their 
advantage. | 

Mrs. Wiſd. Excellent creature! 

Ra. But, gentlemen, if you pleaſe to look at theſe 
letters, you will find they are not directed to me. 

Mr. Wifd. They have no direction at all. 
Mr. Scfſt. I told you, brother my wife could not 


r. Wiſd. I am heartily glad to find mine is not 
you ſee, Madam, what your diſobedience to my 
orders had like to have occafion'd.— How often have 
I ftriftly commanded you never to write to that fel- 
low? 
- Mrs. Wiſd. His careleſſneſs hath cured me for the 
future. 985 9 

Mr. Wiſd. And ſo, Sir, you keep company with 
highway-men, do you ? : | 

Cam. What do you mean, Sir? 

Mr. Wiſd. Sir, you will know when your acquaint- 
ance is ſent to Newgate. — Brother Softly, I de- 
fire you would order a Mittimus for theſe fellows 
inſtantly. | | 

Com. A Mittimus ! for whom? | | 

Mr. Wiſd. For theſe honeſt gentlemen, your ac- 
huaintance, who broke into my houſe. | 

Com. Do fou know, Sir, that this gentleman is an 
officer of the army? 4 3 

Mr. Wiſd. Sir, it is equal to me what he is. If 

Vor. II. 5 2 he 


182 ANsw War to keep a Wirt at Home. 


he be an officer, he only proves that a rogue may be 
under a red coat, and very ſhortly you will prove that 
a rogue may be under a black one. 

Com. Why, Sir, you will make yourſelves ridicu- 
Jous, that will be all you will get Ly it. I'll be the 
captain's witneſs, he had no ill deſign on your houſe. 

Mr. Nil. Aud ! ſuppoſe, Sir, You will be his wit- 
neſs that he di not write the letter 2 to 
murder my wife. 

Art. Sct. That ! will. If any one be convicted 
as an incendiary, [ am afraid it will go hard with you 
two.—l over-heard your fine plot.—Silter Wiſdom, 
do yon know this hand. — This is the threatning 
letter? | [ Shewing à letter. 

Ars. Wifd. Sure it cannot be my huſband's. 

Arr. Soft. As ſurely as that which you receiv'd 
was written by mine. 

Mr. Mid. Amazercent ! What can it mean ? 

ATrs. Soft. Only a new way to keep a wife at home; 
v hich, I dare ſwear, mine heartily repents of. 

Ar. Seſt. Ay, that I do indeed. 

Mrs. Wifd. And is it poſſible that theſe terrible 
threatning letters can have come from our own dear 
huſbands? 

Mrs. S:ft. From thoſe very NPE that ſhould de- 
fend us againſt all our enemies. 
M,. Sift. — Come, brother Wiſdom,—T ſee we 
are fairly detected; we had as good plead guilty, and 
ſue for mercy. | aſſore yon, my dear, I ſhall think 
myſelf very happy if you will return to your old wa 
of living, and go abroad juſt as you did betore this 
happen'd. 

Mr. IWiſd. Truly I believe it would have been ſoon 
wy interelt to have made the ſame bargain. 

Mrs. Soft. Lookee, my dear, as for the blunder- 
buſies, I agree to leave them at home: but I am re- 
{olv'd not to part with the additional footman : he 
mull remain as a ſort of monument of my victory. 

(Mr. S:ft. Well, brother Wiſdom, what ſhall be 
cone with the priſoner? This tellow's oath will have 
no great weight in a court of juſtice, 

Ar. Ii iu. De juſt what you will; I am ſo glad and 


ſorry, 
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ſorry, pleas'd and diſpleas'd, that I am almoſt out 
of my ſenſes. 

Rat. I told you how the proſecution would end. 
Upon my honour, Sir, I had no defizn upon any thing 
that belongs to you, but your wife. 

Mr. Miſd. Your very humble ſervant, Sir. I do 
believe you by the emptineſs of your pockets; but this 

tleman ſeem'd to have ſome other deſign by the 
ulnefs of his. 

Mr. Soft. With what conſcience, firrah, did vou 
preſume to take a falſe oath? 

Rifq. With the fame, Mr. Juſtice, that you would 
have receiv'd it, when you knew it to be falſe. Lookec, 

entlemen, you had belt hold your tongues, or [ 
bal become evidence for the king againſt you both. 
As for my maſter, he, I hope, will forgive me; for 1 
only intended to get the reward, and then would have 
ſworn all back again-—Sir, if your honour doth not 
forgive me, I'll confeſs that | brought you the letter = 
from the ladies, and ſpoil all yet. 

Rak. By your amendment, I know not what I may 
be brought to do— till I get you to the regiment. 

Ca. Well, uncle Wiſdom, you are not angry, are 
you? 

Mrs. Wiſd. Let me intercede, my dear. 

Mr. Wiſd. You are always interceding for him; I 
wiſh his own good behaviour would. I think, for the 
ſake of religion, I will buy him what he deſires, a 
_ commiſſion in the army; and then the ſooner he is 
knock'd in the head the better. 

Rat. Well, brother, if thou doſt come among us, 
it may be ſome time or other in my power to make 
thee reparation, —But to you, Madam, I never {hall 
be able to give any ſatisfaction for my bold deſigns 

azainſt your virtue, 

Mer. N ;/d. Unleſs by deſiſting for the future. 
Mr. Soft. Be aſſured, if my liter forgives you the 
injury you intended her, I never will. 

Mr. Soft. Come, come, my dear, you muſt be of 
a more forgiving temper ; and ſince matters are like 
to be amicably adjulted, you ſhall entertain the 


Q 2 company 
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company at breakfaſt, and we will laugh away the 
frolick. 

Rat. Pray, ladies, let me give you this advice: 
If you ever ſhould write a love-letter, never ſign your 
name to it. —And, gentlemen, that you may prevent 
it——think not by any force or ſiniſter ſtratagem to 
impriſon your wives. The laws of England are too 
generous to permit the one, and the ladies are gene- 
rally too cunning to be outwitted by the other. — 
Burt let this be your maxim, 1 


Thoſe wives ſor pleaſures very ſeldom roam, 
Whoſe huſbands bring ſubſtantial pleaſures home 
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INTRO- 


INTRODUCTION. 
SCRIBLERUS, PLAYER. 


PTAYEA. 


1 Very much approve the alteration of your title 
4 from the Welch to the Grub- Street Opera. 
Scrib. I hope, Sir, it will recommend me to that 
learned ſociety: for they like nothing but what is 
moſt indiſputably their own. 
Play. | aſſure you it recommends you to me, and 
will, I hope, to the town, | 
Scrib. It would be impolitick in you, who are 2 


young beginner, to oppoſe, that ſociety, which the 


_ eſtabliſhed theatres ſo profeſſedly favour : beſides, you 
| fee the town are ever on its ſide: for I would not — 

vou think, Sir, all the members of that au | 
confined to the ſtreet they take their name = no, 
no, the rules of Grub- Street are as extenſive as the rules 
of the King's-Bench. We have them of all orders and 
degrees; and it is no more a wonder to ſee our mem- 
bers in ribbands, than to fee them in rags. 

Play. May the whole ſociety unite in your fa- 
vour. 

Scrib. Nay, Sir, I think no man can ſet out with 
greater aſſurance of ſucceſs. —It was the favour which 

the town hath already ſhewn to the Welch Opera, 
which gave birth to this, wherein I have kept only 
what they particularly approved in the former. 
You will find ſeveral additions to the firit act, and 
the ſecond and third, except in one ſcene, entirely 
ne w. 

Play. You have made additions, indeed, to the 
altercative or ſcolding 3 as you are pleaſed to 
call them. 

Scrib, Oh! Sir! they cannot be heighten'd ; too 
much altercation is the particular property of Grub- 
Street: with what ſpirit do Robin and Will rap = 
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the lie at one another for half a page together — Lou 
lie, and you lie — Ah! ah! the whole wit of Grub- 
Street conſiſts in theſe two little words — you lie. 
Play. That is eſteemed ſo unanſwerable a repartee, 
that it is among gentlemen generally the laſt word 
that is ſpoken. 3 
Scrib. Ay, Sir, and it is the firſt and laſt among 
ours. believe I am the firſt that hath attempted 
to introduce this ſort of wit upon the ſtage ; but it 
hath flauriſhed among our political members a long 
while. Nay, in ſhort, it is the only wit that flouriſhes 
among them. | | 
Play. And you may get as much by it as they do. 
—— But, pray, Sir, what is the plot or deſign of 
this Opera? For I could not well diſcover at the re- 
hearſals. | | 
Scrib. As for plot, Sir ——T had writ an admi- 
rable one; but having obſerved that the plot of our 
Engliſh Operas have had no good effe& on our au- 
diences—ſo I have e'en left it out For the deſign, 
it is deep——very deep. This Opera was writ, 
Sir, with a deſign to inſtroct the world in ceconomy. 
It is a ſort of family Opera. The huſband's 
vade-mecum ; and is very neceſſary for all married 
men to have in their houſes. ——50, if you pleaſe, I 
will communicate a word or two of my deſign to 
— audience, while you prepare matters behind the 
ſcenes. | 


Play. 1 ſhall expect you there, Sir. 


The author does, in humble ſcenes, produce 
Examples fitted to your private uſe. 

Teaches each man to regulate his life, 
To govern well his ſervants and his wife. 
Teaches that ſervants will their maſters ehouſe; 
That wives will ride their huſbands round the houſe. 
Teaches that jealouſy does oft ariſe, 
Becauſe men's ſenſe is dimmer than their eyes. 
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Teaches young gentlemen do oft purſue 

More women than they well know how to- woo; 
Teaches that parſons teaches the right way, 
And when we err we mind not what they ſay. 
Teaches that pious women often groan, 

For ſake of their religion — when they've none; 
Teaches that virtue is the maid's beſt ſtore: 
Teaches all theſe, and teaches nothing more. 


THE 


T H | 


GRUB-STREET OPERA, 


ACT IL SCENE 1 


bs 0 E N E, Sir Ow x APSHINKEN's * 
| Table ard Chairs. 


Sir OWEN APSHINKEN à24 PUZZLETEXT, 
ſnioking. 


. Sir Owe 8, 
(Cas Mr. Puzzletext, it is your glaſs.— Let 


us make an end of our breakfaſt before Madam 
is up.ä— Oh Puzzletext! what a fine thing it is 
for a man of my eſtate to ſtand in fear of his wife, 
that I dare not get drunk ſo much as — once a day, 
without being called to an account for it. 
Pus. Petticoat. government is a very lamentable 


thing indeed But it is the fate of many an honeſt 
gentleman. 9 5 


AIR I. 
What a wretched life 


Leads a man a tyrant wife, 
While for each ſmall fault he's corre ed: 
One bottle makes a fot, 
One girl is ne'er forgot, 
And duty is always neglected. 
But tho' nothing can be worſe 
Than this fell domeſtic curſe, 
Some comfort this may do you, 
So vaſt are the hen-peck'd bands, 
That each neighbour may ſhake hands, 
With my humble ſervice to you. 
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Sir 9wen. Oh, Puzzletext! if I could but enjoy 
my pipe undiſturd'd, how happy ſhould I be! for [ 
never yet could taſte any pleaſure, but in tobacco. 
Puuz. Tobacco is a very good thing, indeed, and 

there is no harm in taking it abundantly. 


SCENE II. 


Sir OWEN APSHINKEN, Lady APSHINKEN, 
PUZZLETEXT. 


Lady Ap. At your morning- Songs, Sir Owen, 1 
find, according to cuſtom; but I ſhall not trouble my- 
ſelf with ſuch a drone as you are. Methinks you, Mr. 
Puzzletext, ſhould not encourage drunkenneſs. 

Puz. I aſk your ladyſhip's pardon; I profeſs I have 
ſcarce drank your health this morning — and wine, 
while it contributeth only to the chearing of the ſpi- 
rits, is not forbidden us. I am an enemy toexceſs — 
but as far as the ſecond bottle, nay, to ſome conſtitu- 
tions, a third, is, no doubt, allowable and I do 
remember to have preached with much perſpicuity 
even even after a fourth. 

Lady Ap. Oh intolerable! 40 you call four bottles 
no excels ? 

Puz. To ſome it may, to others it may not. 
Exceſs dependeth not on the quantity that is drank, 
but on the quality of him who drinketh. 

Lady Ap. I do not underſtand this ſophiſtry—— 
tho' I think I have ſome {kill in divinity 

Puz. Oh, Madam! no one more. — Your ladyſhip is 


the honour of your ſex in that ſtudy, and may properly 5 


be termed © The great Welch lamp of divinity.” 
Lady Ap. J have always had an inclination to main- 
tain religion in the pariſh - and ſome other time ſhall 
be glad to diſpute with you concerning exceſs but 

at preſent I mult impart ſomething to you concern- 
ing my ſon, whom J have obſerved too familiar with 
the maids 
Puz. Which of the maids, Madam? Not one of 
my miſtreſſes, I hope. [ Afide. 
Lady Ap. Truly, with all of them—and unleſs we 
prevent it, I am afraid we ſhall hear of a marriage, not 
2 much 
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much to our liking——and you know, Mr. Puzzle- 
text, how hard a thing it would be for us, who have 
but one child, to have him throw himſelf away. 

Puz. What methods ſhall we take in order thereto ? 

Lady Ap. I know but one — we muſt prevent his 
marrying them, by marrying them to others - we have 
as many men as maids; now [I rely on you to match 
them up to one another;—for whilit there is one un- 
married wench in the houſe, I ſhall thiak him in dan- 
ger. — Oh, Mr. Puzzletext! the boy takes after his 
2 not me his head is full of nothing but love; 
for whatever Nature hath done for him in another 
wif, ſhe hath left his head nnfurntth'd, 

Puz. Love, in a young mind, is powerful indeed. 


AIR II. Lads of Dunce. 


If love gets into a ſoldier's heart, 

He puts off his helmet, his bow and his dart, 
Achilles, charm'd with a nymph's fair eye, 

A diſtaff took, and his arms laid by. 

The gay gods of old their heav'n wou'd quit, 
And leave their ambroſia for a mortal tit-bit; 
The firſt of that tribe, that whoremaſter Jove, 
Prefer'd to all heav'ns, the heaven of love. 


Lady Ap. I think you have already aſked them all 
in the church, fo that you have only to haſten the 
match this I afſure you, I ſhall not forget the fa- 
vour. I am now going to take a ſhort airing in the 
Park, in my own chaiſe and would have you remem- 
ber we have no time to l>ſe. „ | 
Puz. Well, Sir, you heard what my lady ſays —— 
"what ſhall I do? | 
Sir Owen. E'en what ſhe commands.——If ſhe in- 
terferes not with my pipe, I am refolv'd not to in- 
terfere with her family, — Let her govern, while 1 
Imoke. 85 5 
Paz. Upon my word, Sir Owen is a thorough epi- 
curean philoſopher. I muſt now ſeek the young ſquire, 
who is a philoſopher of another kind, 


Vol. II. R SCENE 
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SCENE III. 
OWEN lun. [With two letters. 


This is the day wherein Robin and Sweetiſſa propoſe 
to be married, which unleſs I can prevent, I loſe all my 
hopes of her; for when once a woman knows what's 
u hat, ſhe knows too much tor me — Sure never man 
vas fo put to it in his amours - for I do not care to 
venture on a woman after another, nor does any wo- 


man care for me twice. 


AIR III. Let the « drawer bring chan ym 


Now curit the puny lover! 
How exquilite the pain, 
When love is fumbled over, 
To view the fair's diſdain! 
But, Oh! how vaſt the blefling ! 
Whom to her boſom preſſing, 
She whiſpers, while careſſing, 
Oh! when ſhall we again? 


Here are two letters, which I have forged ; one as 
from Suſan to Robin, the other from William to 
Sweetiſſa: theſe muſt be dropt here they may be found 
by the improper parties, and will create a — 7 be 
whereof I may reap the fruit, and Sweetilla's | 


head may be yet my own. 


SCENE IV. 
PUZZLETEXT and OWEN. 
Pur. Mr. Owen! I have been ſearching for you. 1 
zm come, child, to give you tome good inſtructions.— I 
am ſorry to hear you have an intention to — your 


Family, by a marriage inferior to your bir 
Owen, Do not trouble your head with my marriage, 


good Mr. Parſon.— When I marry, 'twill be to pleaſe 


myſelf, not you. 
'Puz. But let it not be ſuch a marriage as may re- 


fl:& upon your underſtanding.— Conlider, Sir 
conſi der who youu. args 


AIR 
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AIR IV. March in Scipio. 


Think, mighty Sir, ere you are undone, 

Think who you are, Apſhinken's only ſon ; 

At Oxford you have been, at London eke alſo; 
You're almoſt half + man. and more than half a bean: 
Oh do not then diſgrace the great actions of your lite ! 
Nor let Apſhinken's ſon be buried in his wife. 


Puz. You muſt govern your paſſions, maſter Owen. 

Owen. You may preach, Mr. Parſon, but I ſhall 
very little regard you. There is nothing ſo ridiculous 
as to hear an old fellow railing at love. 

Puz. It is like a young fellow's railing at age 

Owen. Or a courtter out of place at court. 


AIR V. Sir Thomas I cannot. 


The worn- out rake at pleaſure rails, 
And cries, Tis all idle and fleeting; 
At court, the man whoſe int'reſt fails, 
Cries, All is corruption and cheating : 
But would you know 
Whence both theſe flow ? 
Tho! ſo much they pretend to abhor em, 
That rails at court, 
This at love's ſport, 
Becauſe they are neither fit for em, 
fit for 'em, 
Becauſe they are neither fit for 'em. 


Caven. Beſides, doctor, I fancy you have not al- 


ways govern'd your own paſſions, tho” you are ſo fond 
1 correcting others: as a poet burleſques the non- 
r 2 of others, while he writes greater nonſenſe him- 
el 
. Puz. Or as a prude corrects the vices of others, 
> 3 while ſhe is more vicious herſelf, 
Owen. Or as a parſon preaches againſt drinking, 
and then goes to the ale-houſe. 
. Puz. Very true— if you mean a preſbeteriax 
parſon. 


4 
a 
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AIR VI. Oneevening having loſt my way. 


I've heard a noncon parſon preach 

'Gainſt whoring, with jult diſdain; 
Whilit he himſelf to be naught did teach 
Oft females as large a train 
As ſtars in the ſky, or lamps in the ſtreet, 
Or beauties in the Mall we meet, 

Or as — or as —— or as, 8 

Or as the whores in Drury- lane. 


Owen, Thy fimilies are all froth, like bottled ale 


and it is as difficult to get thee out t of a fimile as. 
oat of an alehouſe. 


AIR vil. Dutch Kipper. 


Paz. The gaudy ſun adorning 
With — rays the morning, 
the morning, 
1 o'er the eaſtern hill; 
And I will go a ſporting, 
wen, And I will ge a courting, 
a courtin 
a There lies my pleaſure ſtil . | 
Puz, In gaffer Woodford's ground, 
A bruthing hare is found, 
| A courte which even kings themſelyes * ſee; 
Iwen. And in another place 
There hes a bruſhing laſs, 
Which will give one ten times more ſport than 
lhe. 
| Szcoxnd Part. 
| Pur. What pleaſure to ſee, while the greyhounds are 


running, . 
Poor puſs's cunning, and ſhifting, and ſhunning! 
'To fee with what art ſhe plays ſtill her part, 
Aid leaves her purſuers afar : 
Firſt this way, then that; 
Firſt a flretch, and then ſquat, 
Till quite out of breath, 
She yields her to death, 
What joy with the ſportman's compare ? ? 


auen 0 
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wen. How ſweet to behold the foft blooming laſs, 
With bluſhing face, claſp'd cloſe in embrace! 
To feel her breaſts riſe, ſee joy fill her eyes, 
And glut on her heav'n of charms ! 
While fighing and whining, 
And twilting and twining, 
With kiſſing and preſſing, 
And fondeſt careſſing, 
With raptures the dies in your arms. 
[ Exennte 


SWEETIS34 and MARGERY, 


Sweet. If ever you had known what it was to love, 
Margery, you would not have wonder'd how I could 
prefer a man to his maſter, 

Marg 1 ſhould not have wonder'd indeed, if our 
young tquire had been like moit young country __—_ 
But he is à fine gentleman, Sweetiſſa. | 

Sweet. From ſuch ane geutiemen, may my lars | 
deliver me, Margery. 

Marg. What, | ſuppoſe you are afraid of being made 
jealous, by his running after other women 

Sweet, Plhaw ! I thould not think him worth being 


jealous ef —he tuns after every woman he ſees; and 


yet, I believe, ſcarce knows what a woman is. 
Either he has more affectation than deſtre, or mor: 
deſire than capacity. O Margery, when [ was in Lon- 
don with Madam, I have ſeen feveral ſuch ſparks as 
theſe; ſome of them would attempt making love tos. 
— Nay, [ have had ſuch lovers — Hut I could never 
find one of them that would ſtand it out. 


AIR VIII. Belly Bell and Mary Gray. 


In long pig- tails and ſhiniag lace, 
Our beaux ſet out a- wooing; 
Ye widows, never ſnew them grace, 
hut laugh at their purſuing. 
But let the daw that ſhines fo bright, 
Of borrow'd plumes bereft be, 
Alas! poor dame, how naked the ſizht! 
You'll find there's nothing left ye. 


R 3 Oh 
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Oh Margery ! there is more in Robin's little fin ger, 
than in a beau's whole body. 

Marg. Yes, and more roguery in him than —— 

Sweet. | know you are prejudiced againſt him from 
W hk at William ſays; but be affured that is all malice; 
he is deſirous of getting his place. 

arg. | rather think that a prejudice of yours a- 
gainſt Villiam. 

Sweet. O Margery, Margery ! an upper ſervant's 
honeſty is never ſo conſpicuous, as when he is abuſed 
by the under ſervants. — They mult rail at ſome one; 
and if they abuſe him, he preſerves his maſter and 

miſtreſs from abuſe. | 

Marg. Well, 1 would not have ſuch a ſweet- heart. 

Sauect. Puh! if all you ſay were true, what is it to 
me? If women were to conſider the roguery of their 
lovers, we ſhould have even fewer matches among 
people of quality than we have. | 


AIR Ix. Mad Moll. 


Why ſhould not I love Robin ? 
And why ſhould not Bob love me! 
While ev'ry one elſe he is fobbing, 
le ill may be honeſt to me. 
For tho' his maſter he cheats, 
His miſtreſs ſhares what he gains; 
And whilſt I am taſting the ſweets, 
The devil take her who complains. 
arg. But ſhould he be taken indeed ; 
Ah! think what a ſhame it would be 
To have your love dragg'd out of bed, 
And thence in a cart to the tree. 
Scveet. Let halters tie up the poor cheat. 
Who only deſerves to be bang'd ; 
The wit who can get an eſtate, 
Hath ftill too much wit to be hang'd. 


But I don't ſpeak this on Robin's account! for if all 
my maſter's anceſtors had met with as good ſervants 


as Robin, he had enjoyed a better eſtate than he hath 
now. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 

ROBIN and SWEETISSA. 

AIR X. Maſquerade minuet. 

Reb. Oh my Sweetiſſa! 

Give me a kiſs- a, 
O what a bliſs-a 5 

To behold your charms ! 
My eyes, with gazing ! 
Are ſet a blazing. 


Sweet. Come then and quench them within my 
| arms. | 


Reh. Oh my Sveetiſſa! thou art ſtraighter than the 
ſtraighteſt tree ſweeter than the ſweetelt flower = th y 
hand is as white as milk, and as warm; thy breaſt is as 
white as ſnow, and as cold. Thou art, to ſum thee up 
at once, an olio of perfections; or in other words, a 
garden of bliſs which my ſoul delights to walk in.— 

Oh! I will take ſuch ſtrides about thy form, ſuch vaſt, 
ſuch mighty ſtrides — ; | 

Sqweet. Oh Robin! it is as impoſſible to tell thee 
how much I love thee, as it is to tell ——how much 
water there is in the 3 . 

Rob. My dear Sweetiſſa! had I the learning of the 
author of that opera book in the parlour- window, 1 
could not make a ſimile to my love. 


Sweet. Be aſſur'd there ſhall be no love loſt be- 


tween us. 


AIR XI. Young Damon once the happieſt ſwain. 
When mutual paſſion hath poſſeſs'd, 
With equal flame each amorous breaſt, 
How ſweet's the rap'trous kiſs? 
While each with ſoft contention ſtrive, 
Which highelt eeſtaſies ſhall give, 
Or be more mad with bliſs. 


Rob. Oh my Sweetiſſa! how impatient am I till the 
parton hath ititch'd us together; then, my dear, no- 


thiug but the ſciſſars of the fates ſhould ever cut us 
aſunder. 


Sweet, 
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Sweet. How charming is thy voice; ſweeter than 
bagpipes to my ear: I could liſten ever. 

Rob. And I could view thee ever: thy face is 
brighter than the brighteſt ſilver. Oh could I rub 
my ſilver to be as bright as thy dear face, I were a 
butler indeed ! 

Sweet. Oh Robin! there is no rubbing on my face; 
the colour which [| have, nature, not art, hath given; 
for on my honour, during the whole time [ kave li- 
ved with my miſtreſs, out of all the pots of paint which 
bare plailtered oa her face, I never itole a bit to 
plaiſter on my own. 

Rob. Adieu, my dear, I muſt go whet my knives ; 
by that time the parſon will be return'd from cour- 
ſing, and we will be married this morning. Oh, 
Sweetiſſa! it is eaſier to fathom the depth of the bot- 
tomleſs fea, than my love. 

Saveet. Or to fathom the depth of a woman $ bot- 
tomleſs conſcience, than to tell thee mine. 

2:3. Mine is as deep as the knowledge of phyſi- 
cians. 

Sæveet. Mine as the projects of ſtateſmen. 

Rob. Mine as the virtue of whores. 

Sweet, Mine as the honeſty of lawyers. 

Rob. Mine as the piety of prieſts. 

Sweet. Mine as——T know not what. | 

Reb. Mine— as — as—as—T'gad I don't know what, 


AIR XII. All in the Downs, 


Would you my love in words diſplay d, 
A language mult be coin'd to tell, 
No word for ſuch a paſſion's made, 
For no one ever lov'd ſo well. 
Nothing, Oh! nothing's like my love for you, 
And ſo my deareſt, and ſo my deareſt, and my dear, 
adieu. 


SCENE VII. 
SWEETISSA a MARCERY. 


Sweet. Oh my Margery ! if this fit of love conti- 
nues, how happy ſhall I be! 


Marg. 
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Alarg. Ay, it will continue the uſual time, I war- 
rant you, during the honey-moon. | 
Sweet. Call it the honey-year, the honey-age, Oh 
Margery ! ſure never woman lov'd as | do !—thongh 
I am to be married this morning, ſtill it ſeems long to 
me. To a mind in love, ſure an hour before mar- 
riage ſeems a month. SOM 
Marg. Ay, my dear, and many an hour after mar- 
riage ſeems a twelvemonth; it is the only thing where- 
in the two ſtates agree; for we generally wilt ourſelves 
into it, and with ourſelves out of it. 
Sweet, And then into it again; which makes one 
poet ſay, love is like the wind. 
Marg. Another, that it is like the ſea. 
Sweet. A third, a weather-cock. 
 Aarg. A fourth, a Jack with a lanthorn. 
Sweet. In ſhort it is like every thing. 
Marg. And like nothing at all. 


AIR XIII. Ye nymphs and ſylvan gods. 
How odd a thing is love, 
Which the poets fain would prove 
To be this and that, 
And the Lord knows what, 
Like all things below and above. 
Baut believe a maid, 
Skill'd enough in the trade 
Its myſteries to explain; 
Tis a gentle dart, 
That tickles the heart, 
And tho' it gives us ſmart, 
Does joys impart, 
Which largely requite all the pain. 


Marg. Oh, my dear! whilſt you have been ſinging; 
ſee what J have diſcover'd! | 

Sweet. It is a woman's hand, and not my own. 
[ Reads.) Oh my Margery; now I am undone indeed. 
Robin is falle, he has lain with, and left our Suſan, 

Aſarg. How! 

Sweet, This letter comes from her to upbraid him 
with it. FO | 

Marg. 
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Marg. Then you have reaſon to thank fate for this 
timely diſcovery. Mat would it avail you to have 
found it out when you were married to him? — When 
you had been his wife, what would it have profited 
vou to have known he had another? 

Sweet, True, true Margery; when once a woman 
is married, tis too late to diſcover faults. 


AIR XIV. Red houſe. 


Ye virgins who would marry, 
Ere you chute, be wary, 
If you'd not miſcarry, 

Be inclin'd to doubting: 
Examine well your lover, 
His vices to dilcover, 

With caution con him over, 
And turn quite infide out him; 
But wedding paſt, 
The ſtocking calt, 
The gueſts all gone, 
The curtain drawn, 
Be henceforth bliad, 
Be very kind, 

And find no faults about him, 


Sweet. Oh Margery! I am reſolv d never to ſee 
Kobin more 
Marg. Keep that reſolution, and you will de happy. 


SCENE VIII. 

ROBIN. 

How truly does the book ſay- hours to men in love 
are like years. Oh for a ſhower of rain to ſend the 
parſon home from courſing, before the canonical hours 


are over | Ha! what paper is this ! —— The hand 
of our William is on the ſuperſcription. 


To Mrs. — 


Madam. 
© Hopiag that you are not quite de-t-e-r-ter-m-i- 
need determined to marry our Robin, this comes 
for 
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for to let you know” —[T'll read no more: can there 


be ſuch falſehood in mankind ? —I find footmen are as 


great rogues as their maſters; and henceforth I'll look 


for no more honeſty under a livery, than an embroider'd 
coat but let me ſee again]! to let you know 1 
« am ready to fulfil my promiſe to you. 


Ha! ſhe too is guilty. —Chambermaids are as bad as 
their ladies, and the whole world is one neſt of rogues. 


ATR XV. Black joke. 


The more we know of human kind, 
The more deceits and tricks we find 
Tn every land as well as Wales; 
For would you fee no roguery thrive, 
Upon the mountains you mult live, 
For rogues abound in all the vales. 
The maſter and the man will nick, 
The miſtrefs and the maid will trick; 
Por rich and poor 
Are rogue and whore, 
There s not one honeſt man in a ſcore, 
Nor woman true in twenty-four. 


SCENE IX. 


ROBIN and JOHN. 
Rob. Oh John! thou beſt of friends! came to my 


arms. —— For thy ſake I will till believe there is one 


honeſt——one honeſt man in the world. 

John. What means our Robin? 

Rob. O my friend! Sweetiſſa is falſe, and I'm un- 
done —— let this letter explain the reſt. 
FJobn. Ha! and is William at the bottom of THOR 
Our William who us'd to rail againſt women and ma- 
trimony! Oh! 'tis too true what our parſon ſays, 
there's no belief in man. 


Rob. Nor woman — Jo. art thou my Rn 


friend? 
John. When did Robin aſk me what 1 have not 


done? Have I not left my horſes undreſt, to whet thy 


knives ?—Have I not left my ſtable unclean'd, to * 
| 8 


! 
: 
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thy ſpoons? And even the bay ſtone-horſe unwater'd, 
to waſh thy glaſſes! 

_ Rob. Then thou ſhalt carry a challenge for me to 
William. 
 _ _-Fohn, Oh Robin! confider what our parſon ſays— 

We muſt not revenge, but forget and forgive. 
Rob. Let our parſon ſay what he will. — When did 
he himſelf forgive? Did he forgive gaffer Jobſon ha- 
ving wrong'd him of two cocks of hay in five load ?— 
Did he forgive gammar Sowgrunt for having wrong'd 
him of a tyth- pig? Did he forgive Suſan Foulmouth, 
for telling him he lov'd the cellar better than his pul- 
pit? —No, no, let him preach up forgiveneſs, he for- 
gives nobody.— So I will follow his example, not his 

ecepts.— Had he hit me a flap in the face, I could 

— put it up.— Had he ſtole a ſilver ſpoon, and laid 
the blame on me, tho' I had been turn'd away, I could 
have forgiven him. But to try to rob me of my love 
that, that, cur John, I never can forgive him. | 


AIR XVI. Tipling John. 


The dog his bit, 
Will often quit F365) 
A battle to eſchew ; 8 
The cock his corn 
Will leave in barn, 
Another cock in view. 
One man will eat 
Another's meat, 
And no contention ſeen ; 
Since all agree 
*Tis beſt to be, | 
Tho' hungry, in a whole ſkin. 
But ſhould each fpy 
His miſtreſs by 
A rival move his ſuit, 
He quits his fears, 
And by the ears 
They fall together to't. 
A rival ſhocks 
Men, dogs, and cocks, GE 
2 And 
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And makes the yentleſt froward ; 
He who won't fight 
For miſtreſs bright, 


Is ſomething. worſe than coward. 


Fon. Nay, to ſay the truth, thou haſt adn on 
thy ſide. Fare-thee-well.— I'll go deliver thy meſſage, 
and thou ſhalt find I will behave myſelf like a Welch- 

man, and thy friend. 


SCENE . 
ROBIN. 


Now were it not for the ſin of ſelf- murder, would 
I go hang myſelf at the next tree. Yes, Sweetiſſa, I 
would hang myſelf, and haunt thee —Oh woman, 
woman! is this the return you make true love? — 
No man is ſure of his miſtreſs, till he has gotten her 
with child. —A lover ſhould act like a boy at ſchool, 
who ſpits in his porridge that no one may take it from 


him Should William have been beforehand with 
me ——Oh ! 5 


SCENE XI. 
ROBIN and SWEETISSA. 


Sweet. Oh! the perjury of men! I find dreams do 
not always go by contraries; for I dreamt laſt night, 
that I ſaw our Robin married to another. 


LA long filence, and walking by one another. 


She takes out her handierchicf, and burſ?s 
ont a eing.] 

Rob. Your crying won't do, Madam; I can tell you 
that. — I have been your fool long enough—1 have 
been cheated by your tears too often, to believe them 
any longer. 

Sweet. Oh barbarcus, perfidious, eruel wretch !— 
Oh! I ſhall break my heart Oh! 

Rob. No, no, your heart is like a green ſtick, you 
may bend it, but cannot break it. It will bend like 
a willow, and twiſt round any one. 

Sweet. Monſter! monſter! 


Reh. Better language would ſhew better breeding. 
Vor. II. 8 AIR 
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AIR XVII. Hedge-lane. 


Indeed, my dear, 
With figh and tear, 
Your point you will not . 
I'd rather eat 
The offal meat, 
Than others leavings marry. 
Sweet, Villain, well 
You would conceal 
Your falſehood by ſuch catches; : 
Alas! too true | 
I've been to you, 
Thou very wretch of wretches. 
Well you know 
What I might do 
Would I but with young maſter, 
Rib. Pray be ſtill, 
Since by our Will, 
You're now with child of baſtard. 
Savect, TI with child? 
| Rob. Yes, you with. child. 
Sweet. 1 with child, yau villain? 
Rob. Yes, you, 
= Madam, you, 
Are now with child by William. 


It is equal to me with whom you . pranks; 
and I'd as lieve be my maſter's cuckold as my fellow- 
ſervant's. —- Nay, I had rather; for I could make 
kim pay for it. 
 Smveet. Oh, moſt inhuman ! doſt thou not expect 
the cicling to fall down on thy head, for ſo notorious. 
x lie? Dol thou believe in the Bible ? Doſt thou be- 
lie xe there is ſuch a thing as the devil? Doſt thou 
believe there is fuch a place as hell ? 
Rob. Yes, I do, Madam; and you will find there is 
ſuch a place to your coſt.—Oh. Sweetiſſa, Sweetiſſa! 
that a woman could hear herſelf aik'd in church to one 
man, when ſhe knew ſhe had to do with another. 
Sweet. I had to do with another? 
Rob. You, Madam, you. 


Sweet. | 
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Sweet. I had to do with Will ? 
Rob. Yes, you had to do with Will 


AIR XVIII. Lord Biron's Maggot. 


Sweet. Sure nought fo diſaſtrous can woman befal, 
As to be a good virgia, and EINE Game 1h 
v 
Had William but pleas'd me, 
It never had teiz'd me 
To hear a forſaken man baw]. 
But from you this abuſe, 
For whoſe fake and whole uſe, | 
I have ſafe cork'd my maidenhead up; 
How mult it ſhock my ear! 
For what woman can bear 
To be call'd a vile drunkard, 
And told of the tankard, | 
Before ſhe has ſwallow'd a cup? 


Nab. O Sweetiſſa, Sweetiſſa! well thou knoweſt, 
that wert thou true, I'd not have ſold thee for five 
hundred pounds. But why do I argue longer with an 
ungrateful woman, who.is not onl 15 Iſe, but triumphs 

er falſehood; her falſehood to one who hath been 

too true to her. Since you can be ſo baſe, I ſhall tell 
you what I n_ did intend to tell you —When I was 
in London, I ht have had an affair with a lady, 
and flighted her for you. | 

— A lady! I might have had three lords in 
one afternoon; nay, more than that, [ refuſed a man 
wi:h a thing over his ſhoulder like a ſcarf at a bury- 
ing, for you; and theſe men, they ſay, are the great- 
eſt men in the kingdom. 

Rob. O Sweetifla! the very hand-irons thou didit 
rub before thou waſt preferr'd-to wait on thy lady 
have not more braſs in them than thy forehead. 
| Sweet. O Robin, Robin! the great ſilver candle- 
2a in thy cuſtody are not more hollow than thou 


Rob. O Sweetiffa ! the paint, nay, the eye-brows 
that „ 
than thou. 


S 2. Sweet. © 


. 
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Sweet. Thou haſt as many miſtreſſes as there are 
glaſſes on thy ſide-board. 

Nob. And thou lovers as thy miſtreſs has patches. 

Sweet, If J have, you will have but a ſmall ſhare. 

Rab. The better my fortune. To loſe a wiße 
when you have had her, is to get out of misfortune 
to loſe one before you get her, is to eſcape it; 
eſpecially if it be one that ſomebody has had before 
you. — He that marries, pays the price of virtue. 
Whores are to be had cheaper. 


AIR XIX. Do not aſk me. 


A woman's ware, like china, 
Once flaw'd is good for nought ; 
When whole, tho' worth a guinea, 
When broke's not worth a groat. 
A woman at St. James's . 
With guineas you obtain, 
But ſtay till loſt her fame is, 
| She'll be chang in Drury-lane. 


SCENE XII. 


SWEETISSA and MARGERY. 


Sweet. Ungrateful, barbarous wretch !. 

Marg. What is the matter? 

Sweet. Oh, Margery! Robin 

Marg. What more of him ? = 

Sweet. O! worſe than you can imagine——worle 
than I could have dreaded. ——Oh, he has ſullied my 
virtue! 

Marg. How! your virtue? 

Sweet. Yes, Margery, that virtue which I kept 
lock'd up as in a cupboard ; that very virtue he has 
abus'd—He bas barbarouſly inſinuated to be no virtue 
at all. -Ob, I could have born any fate but this !--- 
that would have carried a knaptack thro” the world, 
to that my virtue had been ſafe within it — 1 that 
would rather have been the pooreſt man's wife, than 
the richeſt man's whore — To be call'd the miſs of 


2 footman, that would not be the miſs of a king. 


* It is a 3 thing, indeed. 
Saveet. 
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Sweet. O * men do not ſufficiently under - 
ſtand the value of virtue. Even footmen learn to go 
a whoring 
be of no uſe, but to ſtop bottles. 


AIR XX. Tweed-fide. 


What woman her virtue would keep. 

Wben nought by her virtue ſhe gains? 
While ſhe lulls her ſoft paſſions aſleep, 
| _ She's thought but a fool for her pains, 
Since valets, who learn their lords wit, 

Our virtue a bauble can call, | 

Why ſhould we our ladies ſteps quit, 

Or have any virtue at ail? 


— 


ACT U. SCENE I. 
SCENE, The Field. 
Mr. APSHONES 24 MOLLY. 


Mr. Ars nonzs. 

Tell you, daughter, | am doubtful whether his 
1 defigns be honourable :' there is no truſt in theſe 
flutt ring fellows; they place as much glory in winning 
a poor girl, as a ſoldier does in conquering a town. 
Nay, their very parents often encourage them in it; 
and when they have brought up a boy to flatter and 
deceive the women, they think they have given him a 

good education, and call him a fine gentleman. 


of their maſters — and virtue will ſhortly - 


Molly. Do not, dear Sir, ſuſpect my Owen; he is 


made of a gentler nature. wg 
Mr. Ap. And yet I have heard, that that gentle 
| wg 9 when he was at London, rummaged all 
playhouſes for miſtrefies: nay, you yourſelf have 
heard of his pranks in the pariſh; did he not ſeduce 
the fidler's daughter? | 
Molly. That was the fidler's fault; you know he 
fold his daughter, and gave a receipt for the money. 
Mr. Ap. Hach he not made miſchicf between > | 
8 3 
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ral men and their wives? And do you not know that 
he luſts after every woman he ſees, though the poor 
wretch does not look as if he was — come from 
aurſie yet. 

Molly. Sure angels cannot have more ſweetneſs in 
their looks than he. 

Mr. Ap. Angels! baboons! theſe are the creatures 
that reſemble our beaus the molt If they have any 
| ſweetneſs in them, 'tis from the ſame reaſon that an 
orange hath. Why have our women freſher com- 
plexions and more health in their countenances here 
than in London, but becauſe we have fewer beaus 
among us; in that I will have you think no more of 
him; for | have no deſign upon him, and I will. pre- 
vent his deſigns upon you. If he comes here any 
more, | will acquaint his mother. 

Molly. Be firſt afſur'd that his deſigns are not ho- 
nourable, before you raſhly ruia them. 


Mr. ep. I will conſent to no clandeſtine affair. 


Let the great rob one another, and us, if they pleaſe; 
I will ſhew them the poor can be honeſt. I deſire only 
to preſerve my daughter, let them preſerv e their ſon. 

Molly. Oh, Sir! would you preſerve your daugh- 
ter, ou muſt preſerve her love. 


AIR XXI. 


80 deep within your Molly's heart 
Her Owen's image lies, 

That if with Owen ſhe muſt part, 
Your wretched daughter dies. 

Thus when unto the ſoldier's breaſt 
The arrow flies too ſure, : 

Whea thence the fatal point you wreſt, 
Death is his only cure. 


Mr. Ap. Pugh, pugh, you muſt cure one love by 
another: I have a new ſweetheart for you — and 
FP! throw you in a new ſuit of clothes into the bar- 
gain——which [I can tell you is enough to balance 
the affections of women of much higher rank 3 
yourſelf, 

Molly. Nothing can recompenſe the los of my 

Owen; 
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Owen; and as to what he loſes by me, my behaviour 
ſhall make him amends. 
; Mr. 4p. Poor girl! how ignorant ſhe is of the 
world; but little ſhe knows that no qualities can make 
amends for the want of fortune, and that fortune 
makes a ſufficient amends for the want of every good 
quality. 1 
1 My dear Owen, I am ſure, will think other 
wiſe, 
AIR XXII. Let ambition fire the mind. 
Happy with the man I love, 
I' obſequious watch his will; 
Hotteſt pleaſures I ſhall prove, 
While his pleaſures [ fulfil. 
Dames, by proudeſt titles known, 
Shall deſire what we poſleſs; 
And while they'd leſs happy own ]. 
Grandeur is not happineſs. 


Mr. Ap. J will hear no more—— remember what I 
have ſaid, and ſtudy to be dutiful — or you are no 
child of mine. : 

Molly. Oh! unhappy wretch that I am: I muſt 
have no huſband, or no father What ſhall I do— 
or whither ſhall I turn? Love pleads ſtrong for a huſ- 
band, duty for a father—yes, and duty for a huſband 
too — but then what is one who is already ſo 
Well then, I will antedate my duty. I will think 
him my hn band before he is ſo. But ſhould he then 
prove talie—— and when I've loſt my father, ſhould 
I loſe my huſband too, that is impoſſible fal ſe hood 
and he are incompatible. 


AIR XXIII. | Sweet are the charms, 


Beauties ſhall quit their darling town, 
Lovers ſhall leave the fragrant ſhades, 
Doctors upon tue fee ſha!) 'rown, 
Parſons ſhall hate the maſquerades ; 
Nay, ere I think of Owen ill, 
Women ſhall leave their dear quadrille. 


SCENE 
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SCENE u. 


OWEN, MOLLY. 


Owen. My dear Molly, let not the reflection on my 
put gaieties give thee any uneaſineſs; be aſſur'd I 
ve long been tir'd with variety, and I find after 
all the * I have run through both of women 
and clothes——a man hath need of no more than one 
woman and one ſuit at a time. 


AIR XXIV. Under the Greenwood wor. 


To wanten pleaſures, roving charms, 
I bid a long adieu, 
While wrapt within my Molly's arms, 
I find enough in you. 
By houſes this, by horſes that, 
By clothes a third's undene, 
While this abides— the ſecond rides, 
The third can wear but one. 


Melly. My dear, I will believe thee, and am re- 
folv'd from this day forward to run all the hazards of 
my life with thee—Let thy rich parents or my poor 
parents fay what they will, ler us henceforth have no 
other defire than to make one another parents. 
Oven. With all my heart, my dear; and the ſooner 
we begin to love—the ſooner we hal} be ſo. 

Molly. Begin to love! Alas, my dear is it 
now to begin? 

Owen. Not the theory of love, my angel to 
that I have long been an apprentice; ſo long that 1 
now defire to ſet up my trade. | 

Melly. Let us then to the parſon—1 am as willing 
to be married as thou art. 

Owen. Why the parſon, my dear ? 

Molly We can't be married without him._— 

Owen. No, but we can love without him; and 
what have we to do with marriage-while we can love 
—— Marriage is but a dirty to love---and thoſe 
are happieſt who arrive at love without travelling 
through it. 

AIR 
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AIR XXV. Deareſt charmer. 


Will you ſtill bid me tell, 
What you diſcern ſo well 
By my expiring ſighs, 
My doating eyes? 
Look thro' th' inſtructive grove, 
Each object prompts to love, 
Hear how the turtles coo, 
All nature tells you what to do. 


ANlelly. Too well I underſtand you now No, 
no, however. dirty the road of warriage be _—_ will 
to love no other way —— Alas! there is no other way 
but one — and that is dirtier ſtill None travel thro” 
it without ſullying their reputations beyond the poſſi- 
bility of cleaning. 

Owen. When cleanlineſs is out of faſhion, who 
would deſire to be clean? — And when ladies of 
quality appear with dirty reputations, why ſhould 

you fear a little ſpot on yours. | 

Milly. Ladies of quality may wear bad reputations 
as well as bad clothes, and be admir'd in both 
but women of lower rank muſt be decent, or they will 
be Ciſregarded; for no woman can paſs without one 
good quality, unleſs ſhe be a woman of very year 
quality. 

Gwen. You judge too ſeverely. 
prompts us to a real crime : it is the . of a 
prieſt, not nature's voice, which bars us from a plea- 
jure allow'd to every beaſt but man By why do 
this to convince thee by arguments of what thou 
art ſufficiently certain? Why ſhould 1 retute your 
tongue, when your fond eyes refute it. 


AIR XXVI. Canny Boatman. 


How can I truſt your words preciſe, 
My ſoft deſires denying, 
When, Oh! I read within your eyes, 
Your tender heart complying. 
Your tongue may cheat 


And with deceit, 


Your 


Nature never 
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Your ſofter wiſhes cover ; 
But, Oh! your eyes 
Know no diſguiſe, 

Nor ever cheat your lover. 


Molly. Away, falſe, perjur'd, barbarous wretch— 
is this the love you have r me, to undo me—— to 
ruin me? 

Owen. Oh! do not take on thee thus, my dear 
Molly—I would ſooner ruin myſelf than thee. 

Molly. Ay, ſo it appears. Oh! fool that I was, 
to think thou could'ſt be conſtant who haſt ruin'd fo 
many women—— to think that thou ever didſt intend 
to marry me, who haſt long been practis'd in the arts 
of ſeducing our ſex— Henceforth I will ſooner think 
it poſſible for butter to come when the witch is in the 
churn—for hay to dry in the rain—for wheat to be 
ripe at Chriftmas—— for cheeſe to be made without 
milk—for a barn to be free from mice for a warren 
to be free from rats—for a cherry orchard to be free 
from blackbirds—— or for a churchyard to be free 
from ghoſts, as for a young 'man ts be free from 
falſehood. 

Owen. Be not enrag'd, my fweeteſt dear — Let 
me kiſs away thy paſſion. 

Molly, Avaunt——a blight is in thy kiſs — thy 
breath is the wind of wantonneſs and virtue cannot 


row near thee. 
AIR XXVII. I'll range around. 


Since you ſo baſe and faithlefs be, 
And would—without marrying me, 
A maid [I'll go to Pluto's ſhore, 

Nor think of men or—marriage 1 more. 


| Oven, You'll repent that reſolution before you get 

half way She'll] go pout and pine away half an 
hour by herſelf, then relapſe into a fit of fondneſs, 
and be all my own. 


AIR: 
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A IR XXVIII. Cloe is falſe. 


Women in vain love's powerful torrent 
With unequal ſtrength oppoſe; | 
Reaſon a while may ſtem the ſtrong current, 
Love till at laſt her ſoul o'erflows ; 
Pleaſures inviting, 
Paſſions exciting, 
Her lover charms her, 
Of pride diſarms her, 
Down ſhe goes. 


SCENE Ill. 4 Field. 
ROBIN, WILLIAM, JOHN, THOMAS. 


Will. Here's as proper a place as can be for our 
_ buſineſs. 


Rib. The ſooner the better. 
Fan. Come, Thomas, thou and L will not be idle. 


Tho. I'll take a knock or two for love, with all wy 
heart. 


AIR XXIX. Britons, frike home. 


Will. Robin, come on, come on, come on, 
As ſoon as you pleaſe. 

Rob. Will, I will hit thee a flap in the, 

| Slap in the, flap ia the face. 

Will. Would, would I could fee it, 


TI would with both feet 
Give thee ſuch a kick by the by. 
Rob. If you dare, Sir, do. 
Will. Why do not, Sir, you ? 
Rob. I'm ready, I'm ready. 
Wild. And ſo am I too. 


Tho. You mult fight to ſome other tune, vr you 
will never fight at all, 


SCENE 
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| SCENE Iv. 


RORIN, WILLIAM, JOHN, THOM AS, 
SUSAN. 


Saſ. What are you doing, you ſet of lazy rafcals? 

Do you conſider my maſter will be at home within 
theſe two hours, and find nothing ready for his ſup- 

r? 
mill, Let maſter come when he will—If he keeps 
Robin, I am free to go as ſoon as he pleaſes; Robin 
and I will not live in one houſe together. 

Suſ. Why, what's the matter? 

Rob. He wanted to get my miſtreſs from me, that's 
all. 


Will. You lie, ſirrah, you lie. 

Nb. Who do you n_ liar, you blockhead ? 
I ſay, you lie. | 

11 77 And I ſay you lie. 

Reb. And you lie. 

Will. And I fay you lie again, 

Reb. The devil take the greateſt liar, I ſay. 


AIR XXX. Mother, quoth Hodge. 


Suſ. Oh fy upon't, Robin; Oh fy upon't, Will: 
What language like this, what ſculhon 
defames ? 
'T were better your tongues ſhould ever be ſtill, 
Than always be ſcolding and calling vile 
names. | 
Will. *T was he that lies 
Did firſt deviſe. 
The firſt words were his, and the laſt ſhall 
be mine. 
Reb. Lou kiſs my dog. 
Will. You're a fly dog. 
Reb. Loggerhead. 
Will, Blockhead. 
Rob. Fool. 
Will. Fox. 
Rob. Swine. 


Will. Sirrah, I'll make you repent you ever quar- 
2 rell'd 


5 
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relbd with me — I will tell my maſter of two ſilver 


ſpoons you ſtole —— Ill diſcover your tricks your 
ſelling of glaſſes, and pretending the froſt broke them 
making maſter brew more beer than he needed, 

and then giving it away to your own family ; eſpe- 
cially to feed the great {ſwollen belly of that fat gut- 
ted brother of yours — who gets drunk twice a day 
at maſter's expence. 

Rob. Ha, ha, ha! And is this all? 

ill. No, firrah, it is not all —then there's your 
filing the plate, and when it was found lighter, pre- 
tending that it waſted in cleaning; and your bills for 
tutty and rotten- ſtone, when you us'd nothing but 
poor whiting. Sirrah, you have been ſuch a rogue, 
that you have ſtole above half my maiter's plate, and 
ſpoil'd the reit. 

Su. Fie upon't, W illiam, what have we to do 
with maſter's loſſes? He is rich, and can afford it 
Don't let us quarrel among ourſelves let us ſtand 
by one another for, let me tell you, if matters 
were to be too nicely examin'd into, I am afraid it 
would go hard with us all —— Wile ſervants always 
ſick cloſe to one another, like plums in a pudding 
that's over-wetted, ſays Suſan the cook. 

Fobn. Or horſe in a ſtable that's on fire— ſays 
* the groom. 

T ho. Or grapes upon a wall [nw ths Thomas the 

rdener. 

” Saf Every ſervant ſhould be ſance to his fellow- 
ſervant — as ſauce ditguiſes the faults of a dith — 
ſo thould he theirs. —O William, were we all to have 
our deſerts, we thould be finely roaſted indeed. 

AIR XXXI. Dame of honour, 
A wite man other's faults conceals 
His own to get more clear of ; 
While Folly all the knows reveals, 
Sure what the does to hear of. 
The parſon and the lawyer's blind, 
Each to his brother's erring 
For ſhould you ſearch, he knows you'd find 
No barrel the better herring, 


Vor. II. | FT - ATR 


218 The GRUB-STREET OPERA. 
AIR XXXII. We have cheated the parſon. 


Rob. Here ſtands, honeſt Bob, who ne'er in his life 
Was known to be guilty of fadion and ſtrife, 
But oh what can 
Appeaſe the man, 
Who wou'd rob me of both my place and my 
wie. 
all. It you prove it, II be hang'd, and that's fair. 
Rob. l've that in my pocket will male it appear. 


Will. Pr'ythee what ? 
Reb. Aſk you that, 
When you know you have written againſt me 
ſo flat. 


Rob. Here is your hand, though there is not your 
name to it——1s not this your hand, Sir? 

Will. I don't think it worth my while to tell you 
whether it is or no. 

Rob. Was it not enough to try to ſupplant me in 
my place, but you muſt try to get my miſtreſs? 
Mill. Your miſtreſs — any man may have your 

miſtreſs that can out- bid you; for it is very well 
known, you never had a miſtrets without paying for 


her. 


Nob. But perhaps you may find me too cunning "8 
you, and while you are attempting my place, you may 
loſe your own. 


| AIR XXX1L Hark, hark, the cock crows. 


7i1]. When maſter thinks fit, 

I'm ready to quit 

A place I fo little regard, Sir; 
For while thou art here, 
No merit muſt e'er 

Expect to find any reward, Sir. 
The groom that is able 
To manage his ſtable, 

Of places enough need not doubt, Sir ; 
But you, my good brother, 
Will fcarce find another, - 

If maſter ſhculJ e'er turn you out, Sir. 


0 Su 


The GRUB-STRFET OPERA. 219 


Suſ. If you can't be friends without it, you had» 
beſt fight it out once tor all. 
Mill. Ay — ſo ſay l. 

Rob. No, no, I am for no fighting: it is but a 
word and a blow with William; he would ſet the 
whole pariſh together by the ears, if he could; and 
it is very well known what difficulties I have been put 
to, to keep peace in it 

Will. I ſuppoſe peace- making is one of the ſecret 
ſervices you have done maſter for they are ſuch 
ſecrets, that your friend the devil can hardly diſcover 
- and whence does your peace- making arite, but from 
your fears of getting a black eve or a bloody noſe, in 
the ſquabble for if you could ſet the whole pariih 
a boxing, without boxing vourſelt, it is well known 
you would do it, ſirrah, tirrah had your love for 
the tenants been the occaſion of the peace-making, 
as you call it, you would not be always making maſter . 
ſo hard upon them in every court; and prevent him 
giving them the fat ox at Chridmas, on pretence of 
good huſbandry. 

Rob. Yours you have a great love for, maſter, we 
know by your driving to inch, as you do, firrah. You 
are ſuch a headſtrong devil, that you will overturn 
the coach one day or other, and break both maſter 
and miſtre(s* necks; it is always neck or nothing 
with you. 


Suſ. Oh fie! William, pray let me be the me Jiator 
between you. 

Rob. Ay, ay, let Suſan be the meliatcr, I'll refer 
my cauſe to any one -— it is equal to me. 

Mill. No, no, I ſhall not refer an affair, whereia 
my honout is fo concerned, ro a woman. 


AIR XXXIV. Of a noble race was Shinken. 


Good Madam Cook, the greaſ. a ay 
Pray leave your faucy dawl ing 
Let all your toil 
Be to make the pot boil, 
For that's your proper calling. 


2:20 The GRUB-STREET OPERA: 


With men as wile as Robin, 
A female judge may paſs, Sir, 
For where the grey mare 
Is the better horſe, there 
The horſe is but an aſs, Sir. 


SCENE V. 

ROBIN, THOMAS, SUSAN. 9 
857 Saucy fellow. 
Tho. I ſuppoſe he is gone to inform maſter againk- 

you. 

Nob. Let him go, I am too well with Madam to- 
fear any miichief he can make with maſter.— And 
heark'ce, between you and I, Madam won't ſuffer me 
ro be turn'd out- you heard William upbraid me 
with ſtealing the beer for my own family; but ſhe 
knows half of it hath gone to her own private cellar, 
where ſhe and the parſon fit and drink, and meditate. 
ways to propagate religion in the pariſh —- 

Suſ. Don't ipeak againſt Madam, Robia——ſhe is 
an exceeding good woman to her own ſervants. 

Reb. Ay, ay, to us upper ſervants—— we that keep 

the keys fare well enough —- and for the reſt, let 
them ſtarve for Robin, -—- It's the way of the world, 
Sufan; the heads of all profeſſions thrive, while the. 
others ſtarve. os 55 


A IR XXXV. Pierot's tune. | 


Great courtiers palaces contain, 
While ſmall ones fear the gaol, 
Great parſons riot in. champaigne, 
Small parſons ſot on ale; 
Creat whores in coaches yang, 
Smaller miſſes, 
For their kiſſes, | 
Are in Bridewell bang'd; 
While in vogue 
Lives the great rogue, 
Small rogues are by dozens hang'd. 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI. 
| SUSAN, SWEETISSA. 
Sweet. Oh brave Suſan! what, you are reſolved ts 


keep open doings: when a woman goes without the . 
precincts of virtue, ſhe never knows where to ſtop. 


AIR XXVI. Country garden. 
_ Vietne within a woman's heart, | 6 
| By nature's hand is ramm'd in, 
There muſt be kept by ſteady art, 
Like water when it's damm'd in. 
But the dam once broken, 
Paſt all revoking, 
Virtue flies off in a minute; 
Like a river leſt, 
Of waters bereft 
Each man may venture in it. 


Suſ. I hope you will pardon my want of capacity, 
Madam, but I don't know what you mean 
o Your capacity is too capacious Ma- 
Suſ. Your method of. talking, Madam, is ſome- 
thing dark. 2 
F Sweet. Your method of acting is darker, Ma- 
am. 
Suf. I dare appeal to the whole world for the juſti- 
fication of my actions, Madam; and 1 defy any one 
to ſay my fame is more ſullied than my plates —— 
Sweet. Your pots you mean — Madam: if you 
are hike any plates, it is ſoup-plates, which any man 
may put his ſpoon 1ato. | 
Suſ. Me, Madam. | 
Sweet. You, Madam, —— 


AIR XXXVII. Dainty Davy. 
Suſ. What the devil mean you thus 
_ Scandal ſcattering, 
Me beſpattering, ' 
Dirty ſlut, and ugly puſs, 
What can be your meaning ? 


Sweet. -. 
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Sweet. Had you, Madam, not forgot, 

| When with Bob you—you know what, 
Surely, Madam, you would not 
Twice enquire my meaning. 


There, read that letter, and be ſatisfied how baſe you 
have been to a woman, to whom you have profeſſed a 
ſriendihip: 

L. What do you mean by offering me a letter to 
read ? when you know—— 

Sweet. When I know you writ it, Madam. —— 

Suſ. When you know | can neither write. nor read, 
Madam It was my parents fault, not mine, that 
gave me not a better education ; and it you had not 
been taught to write, you would have been no more 
able to write than myſelf tho you barbarouſly up- 
braid me with what is not my fault. 

Sarect. How and is it poſſible you can neither 
read nor write 
Su., Poſſible — why ſhould it be impoſſible for a 
ſervant not to be able to write — When ſo many gen- 
tlemen can't ſpell * — 

Saweet. Here is your name to a love-letter, which 
is directed to Robin — wherein you complain of his 
having left you. after he had * * 

Suf Enjoy'd me 

Saveet. It is fo, | affure you. 

Su /. If ever 1 had any thing to oor to Robin —— 
but as one fellow-ſervant might ſay to another fellow- 
ſervant, may my pot ne'er boil again. | 

Sweet. | am ſorry you cannot read, that you might 
ſee the truth of what l ſay, that you might read Suſan. 
Roaſtmeat in plain letters; and if you did not write it 
yourſelf, ſure the devil muſt have writ it for you. 

Su. I think I have ſaid enough to ſatisfy you, — 
and as much as is conſiſtent with my honour. 

Sweet. Yon have, indeed. to ſatisfy me of your in- 
nocence - nor do l think it inconſiſtent with my ho- 
nour, to aſſuùre you | am ſorry | ſaid what I faid—1 do, 
and humbly aſk your pardon, -- Madam. 

Si Bear & ada, this acknowledgment from you 
is ſufficient, — Uh! dweetilla, had I been cne of thoſe, 


I might 


I 

” 
— 
* 


as you imagine. 
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IL. might have had to do with my young maſter, — 
Saweet. Nay, for that matter, we might all have 


had to do with my young maſter; that argues little. 
in your defence but this I am aſſured of—If yau can- 


not write at all you did not write the letter. 
AIR XXXVIII. Valentine's day. 
A woman muſt her honour ſave, 
While ſhe's a virgin found; 
And he can hardly be a knave, 
Who is not worth a pound. 
On horſeback he who cannot ride, 
On horſeback did not rob; | 
And fince a pen you cannot guide, 
You never wrote to Bob. 


SCENE vil. 
OWEN and Mr. APSHONES.- 


Mr. Apſ. I deſire not, Mr. Owen, that you would. 
marry my daughter; I had rather ſee her married to. 
one of her own degree.——l1 had rather have a ſet of 
fine healthy grandchildren aſk me a bleſſing, than a 
poor puny breed of half-begotten brats—that inherit: 
the diſeaſes as well as the titles of their parents, 

Owen. Pſhaw, pſhaw, maſter Apſhones, theſe are. 
the narrow ſentiments of ſuch old fellows as you, that 
have either never known or forgotten the world, that. 
think their daughters going out of the world, if they 
go five miles from them — and had rather ſee them- 
walk a-foot at home, than ride in a coach abroad. 

Mr. Apſ | would not fee her ride in her coach this. 
year, to ſee her ride in an herſe the next. | 

Owen. You may never arrive to that honour, good. 
Sir. 

Mr. Apſ 1 would not adviſe you to attempt bring- 
ing any dithonour on us — that may not be ſo ſafe 


Gwen. So ſafe ? 
Vr. Ap No, not ſo fafe, Sir, —I have not loſt my 


ſpirit with my fortune; 1 am your father's tenant, 


but not his flave—Tho' you have ruin'd many pa 
„„ | gir 
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girls with impunity, you may not always ſucceed ſo 
— for, let me tell you, Sir, whoever brings diſhonour 
on me, ſhall bring ruin on himſelf. —— 
Owen. Ha—ha—ha! ; 
Mr. Apf. I believe both Sir Owen and her ladyſhip 
too good people to ſuffer you in theſe practices, were 
they acquainted with them —Sir Owen hath ſtill be- 
haved as the beſt of landlords; he knows a landlord 
ſhould protect, not prey on his tenants—ſhould be the 
ſhepherd, not the wolf to his lock— but one would have 
thought, you imagin'd we liv'd under that barbarous 
cultom—1 have read of — when the landlord was inti- 
tled to the maidenheads of all his tenants daughters. 
Owen. Ha, ha, ha, thou art a very ridiculous, co- 
mical, odd ſort of an old fellow, faith. | 


Mr. Apfe It is very likely you and I may appear in 
the ſame light to one another. our dreſs would have 


made as ridiculous a figure in my young days, as mine 
does now. What is the meaning of all that plaiſtering 


upon your wigs? unleſs you would infinuate that your 


brains lie on the outfide of your heads. 


Owen. Your daughter likes our dreſs, if you don't, 


Mr. Apſ. I defire you would ſpare my daughter, 
Sir -U ſhall take as much care of her as I can,—and if 
you ſhould prevail on her to her ruin, be aſſured your 
father's eſtate ſhould not fecure you from my revenge. 


You ſhould find that the true ſpirit of Englith liberty 


acknowledges no ſuperior equal to oppreſſion. 


Owen. The true ſpirit of Engliſh liberty—ha, ha, 


ha—thou art not the firſt father, or huſband, that hath 
bluſter'd in this manner, and been afterwards as quiet 


as alamb.—He were a fine gallant, indeed, who would 


be ſtopt in the purſuit of his miſtreſs, by the threat- 
ning of her relations — Not that [ thould care to ven- 
ture, if | thought the fellow in earneſt — bat your he- 
Foes in words are never ſo in deeds. 


AIR XXXIX. My Cloe, why do you flight me. 


'The whore of tame is jealous, 
The coward would ſeem brave; 

For we are ſtil! mot; zealous, | 
What molt we want to have. 
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The madman boaſts his ſenſes, 
And he whoſe chief pretence is 
To liberty's defence, is 

Too oft the greateſt ſlave. 


SCENE VIII. 


_ OWEN ard MOLLY.. 

Owen. She here | | 

Mol. Cruel, doſt thou fly me? am I become hate- 
ſul in thy ſight ?—are all thy wicked vows forgotten? 
tor ſure if thou didit even remember them, they 
would oblige thee to another behaviour. 

Owen. Can you blame me for obeying your com- 
mands in ſhunning you Sure you have forgotten 
your laſt vows, never to ſee me more. 

Mal. Alas! you know too well, that I am as in- 
ſincere in every repulſe to you, as you have been in 
your advances to me. How unjuſtly do men accuſe 
us of uſing a lover ill ? when we are no ſooner in his 
power, than he uſes us ſo. 

| AIR XL. Sylvia my deareſt. 

Cruelleſt creature, why have you woo'd me, 
Why thus purſu'd me 
Into love's ſnare ? 
While I was cruel, 
_ 1 was your jewel; 
Now I am kind, you bid me deſpair. 
Nature's ſweet flowers 
Warm ſeaſons nouriſh, 
In ſummer flouriſh, | 
Winter's their bane : 
Love againſt nature, 
Check'd, grows the greater, 
And beſt is nourith'd with cold diſdain, 


Owen. How canſt thou wrong me ſo, my dear. 
Molly! Your father hath been here and inſulted me 
m the rudeſt manner; but notwithſtanding that, I 
am reſolved 


Me. To fulfil your promiſe, and marry me. 


Cnver, 
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Owen. Why doſt thou mention that hateful word! 2 
That, that is the cruel froſt which nips the flower of 
love. Politeneſs is not a greater enemy to honeſty, 
nor quadrille to common tenſe, than marriage is to 
love. They are fire and water, and cannot "live to- 
gether. Marriage is the only thing thou ſhouldſt aſk, 
that | would not grant. 

Mol. And till you grant that, I will grant nothing 
elſe. 

Owen. It is for your fake I would not marry you? 

for I could never love, if I was confined to it. 


AIR XII. 
How happy's the ſwain, 
Whom beauty firing 
All admiring, 
All defiring, 
Never deſiring in vain. 
How happy to rove, 
Thro' ſweeteſt bowers, 
And cull the flowers, 
In the delicious garden of love. 
How wretched the ſoul, 
Under controul, 
Ts one poor choice confin'd a while, 
Wanton it exerts the laſs, l 
No, no, let the joys of my life, 
Like the years in circles roll. 
But ſince you are ſo ungrateful, 
Since my ſerviee is ſo hateful, 
Willing I my place forſake. 


Mol. He's gone! he's loſt for ever! irrevocably 
loſt: Oh virtue! where's thy force ? where are thoſe 
thouſand charms that we are told to lie in thee, 
when lovers cannot ſee them? Should Owen cer re- 
turn, ſhould he renew his entreaties, I fear his ſuc- 
ceſs ; for | find every day love attains more and more 
ground of virtue, 


AIR 


d 
5 
» 
— 
— 
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5 * 
AIR XLII. Midſummer wiſh. 
When love is lodg'd within the heart, 
Poor virtue to the outworks flies, 
The tongue in thunder takes its part, 
And darts in lightning from the eyes., 
From lips and eyes with geſted grace, 
In vain ſhe keeps out charming him, 
For love will find ſome weaker place, 
To let the dear invader in. 


ACT III. SCENE I. 
SCENE, Sir Owes Arznixxtn's Houſe. 
Sir OWEN, ſmoaking. 


HAT a glorious creature was he who firſt diſ- 
ous retires from buſineſs — the voluptuous from 


covered the uſe of tobacco the induſtri- 
pleaſure——the lover from a cruel miſtreſs —— the 
huſband from a curs'd wife——and I from all the 
world to my pipe. | 


AIR XLIII. Free maſon's tune. 


Let the learn'd talk of books, 
The glutton of cooks, 
The lover of Celia's ſoft ſmack-o ; 

No mortal can boat 

So noble a toaſt, | 
As a pipe of accepted tobacco. 

Let the ſoldier for fame, 

And a general's name, 

In battle get many a thwack-o; 

Let who will have moſt, 

Who will rule the roaſt, 

Give me but a pipe of tobacco. 


Tobacco gives wit 
To the dulleſt old cit, 


And 


ln — — 
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And make him of politicks crack-o; 
The lawyers i' th” hall : 
Were not able to bawl, | 

Were it not for a whiff of tobacco. 


The man whoſe chief glory 
Is telling a ſtory, 15 
Had never arriv'd at the knack- o, 
Between ev'ry heying, 
And as I was ſaying, 
Did he not take a whiff of tobacco. 


The doctor who places 
Much (kill in grimaces, Cs 
And feels your pulſe running tick-tack-o; 
Would you know his chief tkill? 
It is only to fill, 
And ſmoke a good pipe of tobacco. 
The courtiers alone 
To this weed are not prone; | 
Would you know what tis makes them fe 
ſlack-o ! EET 
Tas becauſe it inclin'd 
To be honeſt the mind, 
And therefore they baniſh'd tobacco. 


SCENE II. 
Sir OWEN and Lady APSHINKEN. 
Lady Ap lt is very hard, my dear, that I muſt be 


an eternal ſlave to my family; that the moment my 


back is turned, every thing goes to rack and manger; 
that you will take no care upon yourſelf, like a fleepy 
good-for-nothing drone as you are. 

Sir auen. My wife is a very good wife, only a 
little inclin'd to talking. If the had no tongue, or I 
had no ears, we ſhould be the happieſt couple in 
Wales. | ON ET a 

Lady Ap. Sir Owen! Sir Owen! it is very well 
known what offers I refus'd, when I married you. 

Sir Owen, Yes, my dear, it is very well known, 
indeed —I have heard of it often enough in conſcience. 

| 2 — But 
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But this I am confident—— if you had ever had a 
better offer, you knew your own intereſt too well to 
have refus'd it. 

Lady Ap. Ungrateful man ! if I have ſhewn that 
I know the value of money, it has been for your in- 
tereſt as well as mine; and let me tell you, Sir, when- 
ever my conſcience has ſtruggled with my intereſt, ſhe 
hath always got the better. 

Sir Owen. Why poſſibly it may be ſo---for I am 
ſure which ever fide your tongue is of, will get the 
better. _—And harkye, my dear, 1 fancy your con- 
ſcience and your tongue lie very near together. As 
tor your intereſt, it lies too near your heart to have 
any intercourſe with your tongue. 

Lady Ap. Methinks, Sir Owea, you ſhould be the 

laſt who reflected on me for ſcolding your ſervants. 

| Sir Owen. So I would, if you would not ſcold at 
me. Vent your ill- nature on all the pariſh, let me 

and my tobacco alone, and I care not: but a ſcolding 
_ wife to me is a walking baſs-viol out of tune. 

Lady Ap. Sir, Sir, a drunken huſband is a bad 
fddle-ſtick to that baſs-viol, never able Ito put her 
into tune, nor to play any tune upon her. 

Sir Owen. A ſcolding wife is roſin to that fiddle- 


Kick, — rubbing 1 it up to play, till it wear 
dut. 


AIR XLIV. Tenant of my own. 


Of all bad forts of wives 
The ſcolds are ſure the worſt, 
With a hum, drum, ſcum, hurry ſcurry ſcum. 
Would I'd a cuckold been, 
| Ere I had been accurſt 
With your hum, drum, &c. 


Would he have curſt mankind 
If Juno's drawn to life) 
When Jupiter Pandora ſent, 
He ſhonld have ſent his wife, 
With her hum, drum, &c. 


Ver. H. . 
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Nennt W 
Lad) APSHINKEN and SUSAN. 


Lad; Ab. Go thy ways, for an errant- knight as as 


thou art.—So, Suſan, what bring you? 

Suf. The bill of fare, Madam. 

Lady Ap. The bill of fare? this * more like a 
bill for a month than a day. 

Suſ. Maſter hath invited ſeveral of the tenants to- 
day, Madam. 


La!y Ap. Yes, I am acquainted with your maſter's 


generofity—he would keep a tenant's table by his 

conſent.— On my conſcience, he would ſuffer ſome of 

the poorer tenants to eat more thaa their rent out. 
Suſ. Heaven bleſs him for ſuch goodneſs ! 


Lady ap. This firloin of beef may ſtand, only cut 
off half of it for to-morrow——it is too big for one 


dich. 
Su.. O dear Madam! ! it is a thouſand pities to cut 
It. 


Lady Ap. Pſhavy ! I tell yon no polite people ſuffer I 


a large diſn to come to their table. —[ have ſeen an en- 

tertainment cf three courics, where the ſubſtance of the 

whole would not have made half a ſirloin of beef, 
Su. The devil take inch politeneſs, I ſay. 


Lady Ap. A gooſe roatted—very well; take parti- | 


cular care of the ciblets, they bear a very good price 
in the market. Two brace of partridges—P Il leave 
out one of chem. An apple-pye, with quinces- why 
quinces, when you know quinces are ſo dear? 
There: and for the reſt, do you keep it, and let me 
have two diſhes a-day, till it is out. | 

Su Why, Madam, half the proviſion will ſtink 
at that rate. 
Lach a Then they will ent the leſs of it—T know 
ſome good houſewives that never buy any other, for 
it is always cheap, and will go the farther. 


Suſ. So as the ſmell of the old Englith hoſpitality 


us'd to invite people in, that of the preſent is to keep 
them away. 
Lady Ap. Old Englith hoſpitality ! Oh, don't name 
it, I am ſick at the Pund, 
Sf. 


1 
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Suſ. Would I had liv'd in thoſe days !-Lwiſh I hat 


been born a cook in an age when there was ſome bu- 


finets for one! before we had learnt this French Noe 


liteneſs, and been taught to dreis our meat by nati- 
ons that have no meat to dreſs. 


AIR XLV. The king's old courtier. 


When mighty roaſl beef was the Engliſhman's ood, 
It ennobled our hearts, and enriched our blood. 


Our ſoldiers were brave, and our courtiers were 2 good. 


Oh the roaſt beef of old England, 
And old England's roaſt beef! 


Bat ſince we have learnt from all-conqueringF — 


Jo eat their ragouts as well as to dance, 
Oh what a fine ſigure we make in romance 
Oh the roalt beef of old Englaud, 

And old England's roaſt beef! 


Lady Ap. Servants are continually jealous of the 
lealt thrift of a maiter or miſtreſs; they are never 
eaſy but when they obſerve extravagance. 


SCENE IV. 
Lady APSHINKEN and PUZZLETEXT. 


AIR XLVI. Oh Jenny, Oh Jenny. 
Lady Ab. Oh Door, Oh Doctor, where haſt thou 


been ? 
Sure woman was never like me perplext! 
I have been chiding: 
oF I have been riding, 
And meditating upon my text. 


Lady Ap. 1 wiſh you would give us a ſermon on 
charity, that my ſervants might know that it is no 
charity to indulge a voluptuous appetite. 

Pu. There is, Madam, as your ladyſhip very well 
knows, a religious charity, and an irreligious charity. 
— Now the religious charity teaches us rather to 
ſtarve the belly of our friend, than feed it. Verily, 
ſtarving is voluptuous food for a ſinful conſtitution. 

Lady Ap. I with, doctor. when W go next to 

2 Lon - 
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London, you would buy me up at the cheapeſt rates, 
all the books upon charity that have been publiſſi d. 

_ Paz. L have a treatiſe, Madam, which I ſhall ſhortly 
publith, that will comprehend the whole. It will be 
writ in Latin, and dedicated to your ladyſhip. 
Lady Ap. Any thing for the encouragement of re- 
ligion.—I am a great admirer of the Latin language. 
I believe, door, I now underitand Latin as well 
as Engliſh. —— But Oh, doctor! it gives me pain, very 
2reat pain, that notwithſtanding all our endeavours, 
there thould yet remain ſo many wicked people in our 
pariſh. — — One of the tenants, the other day, abus'd 
his wife in the moſt terrible manner. Shall I never 
make them uſe their wives tolerably ? 


AIR XLVII. 


Lady 4p. Ah, doctor! I long much as miſers for pelf, | 


To ſez the whole pariſh as good as myſelf. 
Paz. Ah, 2 your ladyſhip need not to 


But that by my ſermons will be ſoon brought 


about. 


When not one in ten e er hears what you ſay? 


Paz, Ah, Madam! your ladyſhip need not to | 


fear ; 353 
If you make them pay, but Ill make them 


ar. 
_ SCENE V. 

To them, ROBIN. 
AIR XLVIII. In Porus. 
Kab. Some confounded planet reigning, 

Surely hath, beyond explaining, 
Your ſex begui . 
Senſe defile | 
Senſe awry led 
To miſtake: 
1 ſhould wonder, 
Could you blunder 
Thus awake. 


Bur 


r 
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But if your almighty wit | 


Me for William will quit, 
E'en brew as you bake. 


Lady Ap. What's the meaning of this ? 

Reb. Is your ladyſhip a ſtranger to it, then? 
Madam, don't you know that I am to be turn'd away, 
and William made butler? 

Lady Ap. How ! 

Rob. Nay, I aſſure your ladyſnip it is true. I juſt 
now receiv'd a meſſage from maſter, to give an account 
of the plate-— and perhaps l ſhall give a better ac- 
count than William would, had he been butler as long 
as I have. 

Lady 4p. T am out of all patience; I'll to Sir O ven 
this moment — I will lee w hether Lam a * in 
this houſe or no. 

Puz. Hark ye, Mr. Robin, you are ſaf2 enougu — 
her ladyſhip is your friend. So go you and fend me 


a bottle of good wine into my = for Lam a ver 


* friend of yours. 


S CE N E * 1. 
ROBIN, ſolus. 


Iti is not that I intend to live long i in the "Wt; 2 5 


but I don't care to be turn'd away. I would gi: 
warning myſelf, and if this ſtorm blows over, IV. 111 
Thanks to my induſtry, I have made à thiit to get 

together a little eomfortable ſubſiſtence for the rell Tra 
my days. I'll purchaſe ſome little ſnug farm in 
Wales, of about a hundred a-year, and retire with--- 
| hat-with whom fhall ! retire, fince Sweetiſſa's tail: 
— What avails it to me that I can purchaſe an eta: -, 
| when I cannot purchaſc happineſs ? 


AIR XLIX. Cupid, God of pleaſing arguitu, 
What avail large ſums of treaſure, 
But to purchaſe ſums of pleaſure, 
But your wiſhes to obtain? | 
Poor the wretch whole worlds poſſcins, 
While his deareſt darling bleſſiag 
He muſt figh for fill in vain, 


U3 S CEN, 


4 
| 
f 
: 
: 
Y 
: 
| 
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SCENE VIL 
ROBIN a SWEETISSA. 


Rob. Where is my wealth, when the cabinet it was 
lock'd up in, is broke open and plunder'd ? 

Sweet. He's here! — love would blow me like a 
whirlwind to his arms, did not the ſtring of honour 
pull me back— Honour, that forces more lies from the 
mouth of a woman, than gold does irom the mouth 

of a lawyer. 

D. See where ſhe ſtands ! the falſe, the perjur'd 
ſhe.— Yet guilty as ſhe is, ſhe would be dearer to 


my ſoul than light—did not my honour interpoſe— 


My honour, which cannot ſuffer me to wed a whore. 
F mult part with honour, or with her - and a fervant 


without honour, is a wretch indeed! How happy are 


men of quality, who cannot loſe their honour do what 
they will: — Right honour is tried in roguery, as 
gold is in the fre, and comes out (till the ſame. 


AIR L. Dame of honour. 


Nice honour by a private man 
With zeal muſt be maintained; 

For ſoon 'tis loſt, and never can 

By any be regained. 

But once right honourable grown, 
He's then its rightful owner ; 

For tho' the worlt of rogues he's known, 
He ſtill is a man of honour. 


S«vecet. E wifh I could impute this blindneſs of yours 
do love. But, alas! love would ſee me, not my faults. 
lou fee my faults, not me. 
Reh. I wiſh it were poſſihle to ſee yo u faultleſi 
but alas! you are fo hemm'd in with > faults, one muſt 
ſee through them to come at you. 
' | \ Savezt. I know of none, but CIR too well. 
_ Rob. Thar. be one, u were c 
with William. _ EN _ 
Sawee?. Oh Robin! if chou are reſotv'd to be falfe, 
do not, I beſeech thee, do not ler thy malice conſpire 
to ruin my reputation * 
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Rob. There, Madam, read that letter once more, 
then bid me be tender of your reputation, if you can 
* —though women have always the boldeſt claims to 
reputation when they have the leaſt pretentions to it 
— for virtue, like gunpowder, never makes any noiſe 
till it goes off hen you hear the report, you may 
be ſure its gone. 
Sweet. This is ſome conſpiracy againſt me——for 
may the devil fetch me this inſtant, if ever I ſaw this 
letter before. 
Rob. What! and drop it from your pocket? | 
Sweet. Oh baſe man !—lf ever | fuifer'd William 
to kiſs me in my life, unleſs when we have been at 
queſtions and commands, may I never — be kiſs d 
while I live again. And if I am not a maid now 
_ —may I die as good a maid as I am now.—But you 
ſhall ſee that I am not the only one who can receive 
letters, and drop them from their pockets too 
There, if thou art guilty, that letter will ſhock — | 
we | innocence guards me. | 


AIR LI. Why will Florella. 
When guilt within the boſom lies, 
A thouſand ways it ſpeaks, 


It ſtares — thro' the eyes, 
And bluſhes thro' the cheeks. 


But innocence, diſdaining fear, 
Adorns the injur'd face, 
And while the black accuſer's near, 


Rob. Surpriſing ! ſure ſome little writing devil 
lurks in the houſe. Ha! a thought bath juſt ſhot 
- thro” my brain. —Sweetiſla, if you have virtue if you 
have: honour —if you have humanity, anſwer me one 
queſtion. Did the parſon ever make love to you? 

Sweet. Why do you aſk me that? 

Rob. Theſe two letters are writ dy the ſame hand 
and if they were not writ by William, they muſt have 
been by che parſon for no one elſe, „ 
write or read in the houſe. > tl 


nd 


c 4 


& 


RRR 
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Sweet. I can't fay he hath, nor I can't ſay he hath 
not. Once he told me, that if I was worth a hun- 
dred pounds, he'd marry me. 
Nah. Did he? that's enough; by George I'll make 
an example of him L'Il beat him till he hath as great 
an averſion to marriage, as any prieſt in Rome hath. 
Sweet. O fie! what, beat the parſon ? 
Rob. Never tell me of the parſon—if he will have 
my meat, ['l] give him ſome ſauce to it. 
Sweet. Conſider, good Robin; for tho thou haſt 
been a baſe man to me, I would nothave thee damn'd. 
Rob. The parſon would fend me to heaven, I thank 
bim. l'd rather be damn'd than go to heaven as the 
parſon's cuckold. Sbud! PII ſouſe him till he ſhall 
have as little appetite for woman's fleth as horſe fleſh, 


AIR LII. Hunt the ſquirrel. 


Sweet, Oh for goodneſs ſake forbear ! 
Think he's a parſon, think he's a — 2 
Look upon the cloth he wears, 
Ere you pull his ears. 


Ceaſe your chattering, I will inn him; 
Blood and thunder-bolt! . 

I'll rub him, drub him, ſcrub him down, 
As jockies do a colt. 


Sweet. He's gone; perhaps will knock the parſon 

in the head. What can he then expe& but to be 
dat by the neck? Oh! that he were hang'd once 
fafe about my neck. — Le powers preſerve him from 
the *— nooſe, and tye him fait in Hymen's. 


SCENE VIII. 


 SWEETISSA ard JOHN. 
Sweet. Oh John! fly! if thou wilt ———_— 
fly up into the parſon's cloſet. 

_ Fobn, What's the matter? 

Sweet. One moment's delay, and Robin' 8 
He is gone in a mighty paſſion to beat the . 
run and prevent him, for if he ſhould kill the parſon, _ 
he will be hang'd, | 

Jobs, 
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Jahn. Kill him! if he lifts up his hand againſt him 


he will be put into the ſpiritual court—and that's 
worſe than hanging. * | 


Sweet. Fly, fly ! dear John. What torments 


attend a mind in love. 
AIR LIII. The play of love. 
What vaſt delights mult virgins prove, 
Who taſte the dear exceſs of love 
Since while ſo many ways undone, 
And all our joys muſt fly from one, 
Eager to love's embrace we run. 

So when in ſome ſmall iſland lies 

The eager merchant's brilliant prize, 
That dear, that darling ſpot to gain, 
He views black tempeſts with diſdain, 
And all the dangers of the main. 


SCENE RX. 
OWEN and SWEETISSA. 


| Oren. S weetiſſa in tears! fo looks the lily after 


a ſhower, while drops of rain run gently down its 
filken leaves, and gather ſweetneis as they paſs. 


AIR LIV. Sicari. 


Smile, ſmile, Sweetiſſa, ſmile ; 
Repining baniſh, 
Let forrow vaniſh, 
Grief does the complexion ſpoil, 
Smile, ſmile, Sweetiſſa, ſmile, | 
Lift up your charming, cha --a---arming, 
Charming, charming eyes, 
As the tun's brighteſt rays in ſummer ſkies. 


What is the matter, my dear Sweetiſſa ? 

Sweet. Whatever be the matter—it is no matter of 
yours, maſter Owen. | 7s 
Owen. I would hug thee in my arms and comfort 
— thou would ſt let me. Give me a buſs— 

0. 


AIR 


= . 1 
— SIT 
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AIR LY. Sleepy body. 


Sweet, Little maſter, 
Pretty maſter, 
Your purſuit give over 
Surely nature 
Such a creature - 
Never meant for a lover. 
A beau, and baboon, 
In a dull afternoon, 
May ladies divert by their capers ; 
But weak is her head 
Who takes to her bed 


Such a remedy for the vapours. 
Little maſter, &c. 


SCENE X. 
. OWEN, las. 
AIR LVI. 
Go, and like a flub'ring Beſs Vary 


Whilſt at your griefs 'm quaffing, 
For the more you cry, the leſs you'll-—— 


Tol, lol, de rol. 


SCENE IL 
OWEN and SUSAN. 


2wen. So, Mrs. Suſan, which way are you going ? 
Suſan. Going !— why. I am going to find madam 
out—if ſhe will have no victuals, ſhe ſhall have no 


cook for Suſan.—If I cut the firloin of beef, may the 
devil cut me. 


AIR LVII. South-Sea tune. 
An Iriſhman loves potatoes ; 
A Frenchman chews 
Sallads and ragouts ; 
A Dutchman waterzuche ; 
The Italian maccaroons ; 
The 
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The Scotchman loves ſheeps heads, Sir; 
The Welch with cheeſe are fed, Sir; 
An Fngliſhman's chief 
Delight is roaſt beef; 
And if I divide the ox' firloin, 
May the devil cut off mine. 


Owen. Oh! do not ſpoil thy pretty face with paſ- 
fion.——Give me a kits, my dear pretty little cook. 

Suſ. Give you a kiſs !—give you a flap in the face, 
or a rod for your backſide. — When I am kiſs'd, it ſhall 
be by another guiſe ſort of ſpark than you.—*Sbud ! 
your head looks like the ſcrag end of a neck of mut- 


ton, juſt ke for balting. — kiſs!— a fart! 


SC E NE XII. 
OWEN aA MARGERY. 


en. Co thy ways, greaſy face. Oh hve! s my 

kinks Margery, now. 

Marg. Not fo little neither, Maſter Owen, —— | 
am big enough for you ſtill. 

Owen. And ſo thou art, my dear, and my dove.— 
Come, let us — let us — let us — 

Marg. Let us what? 
Den. Let us, IL'gad, I don't know what. - 
us kits like any thing. 
Marg. Not ſo faſt, *ſquire—yonr mamma muſt give 
you a large allowance before it comes to that between 
you and me. Lookye, Sir, when you can produce 
that fine apron you promis'd me, | don't know what 
my gratitude may bring me to But I am reſolv'd, 
if ever I do play the fool, IL'Il have ſomething to ne w 
for it, beſides a great belly. 
Cen. Pox on em all! -I ſhall not compaſs one 
out of the whole family. Pgad, III e'en go back 
to Molly, and make ſure of her, if poſſible or L may 
be in danger of dying half a maid yet —for the devil 
take me, if I han't a ſhrewd ſuſpici on that, in all my 
amours, I never yet thoroughly knew what a fine wo- 
man was. [ fancy it often happens fo among us 
tine gentlemen. 


Let 


AIR 
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AlR LVIiil. 
The idle beau of pleaſure 
Oft boaſts a falſe amour, 
As breaking cit his treaſure, 
Moſt gaudy, when moſt poor; 
But the rich miſer hides the ſtores he does amaſs, 
And the true lover ſtill conceals his happy laſs. 
SCENE XIII. 
PUZZLETEXT, RORIN, and JOHN. 
Paz. 1 will have ſatisfation.———Speak not to me, 


Maſter John, of any thing but ſatisfaction.— I will bor 


him. ——TI will ſhew him that I was not bred at Ox- 
ford for nothing. Splutter! 1 will ſhew him my 

| head is good for Gmnting elſe beſides preaching. 
[ Butts at him. 
Rob. You would have arm'd my head better for 
butting, I thank you. ON. 


Rob. You are a liar in your tongue, doctor, and 
that's worſe. | 


Puz. The lie to me, firrah ! I will cut your brains | 


out, if you have any brains. Let me go, John 
let me g0, —— | 


Rob. Let him come: I warrant he goes back again | 


taſter than he came. 
Puz. Sbud! ſbud! ſbud ! | | 
John. Fie, doctor! be not in ſuch a paſſion ; con- 
fider who you are —— you mult forgive. ; 
Paz. I will not forgive. Forgiveneſs is ſome- 


times a fin, ay, and a damn'd fin.—— No, I will not 


forgive him. —Sirrah, I will make ſuch an example 
of you, as ſhall deter all ſuch vagabonds for the future 
how they affront the church. 


AIR LIX. Buff coat, 
=» — court 
_ PH thew you ſuch ſport, 
Shall make you your own folly curſe, Sir. 
. 


Puz. You are a lying raſcal, and a liar in your 1 


Rob. | 


anal 


od. 
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Nb. But you ſhall be bit, 
For I'll ſtand in the ſheet, 
And keep you from handling my purſe, Sir. 


2. In this you'll be ſham' d, 
In the other world damn'd. 
Here a prieſt, there a devil you'll find, Sir. 
26. [ ſhall know then if prieſt | 
Or devil be belt 


At the art of tormenting mankind, Sie, 
Paz. Let me go, John — I will — ſplutter! 


SCENE xIv. 


Sir OWEN APSHINKEN, Lady AP3HINKEN, 
' PUZZLETEXT, ROBIN, WILLIAM, JOHN, 
SUSAN, SWEETISSA, MARGERY. 


Lady Ap. Heyday ! what's the meaning of this?— 
Mr. Puzzletext, you are not mad, I hope ? 

Puz. Splutter ! my lady, but I am. I have been 
abus'd——1 have been beaten —— 

Lady Ap. It cannot be by Robin, I am ſure; he 8 
peaceably enough inclin'd. 

Will. He'll not ſtrike a blow, unleſs he's forc'd to 
it, | warrant him, 

Paz. Yes, it is by Robin; be hath abus'd me for 
writing to his miitreſs, when I have not had a pen in 


my hand, fave for half a ſermon, theſe fix months. 


ill. Sure letters run ſtrangely in his head 
he hath quarrell'd with me once to-day, and now he 
hath quarrell'd with Mr. Puzzletext for writing to his 
miſtreſs He knows his own demerits, and there- 
fore is jealous of every man he ſees for a rival. 

Rob. I have not ſo bad an opinion of myſelf as to 
be jealous of Jou, however ſenſible you may be or 
your own merits. 

Lady Ap. Let us have no quarrelling here, pray. _ 
I thought you had more ſenſe than to quarrel with 
the church, : [Aide to Robin, 

Hill. Maſter may hw you, if he pleaſes —— when 
he knows you are a r ue; but I'll ſwear to your 
Realing the two filver ; 4 


Vor. II. | So 5 
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Sweet. You have reaſon to talk, good Mr. W illiam 
-l ſwear to your having robb'd one of the coach- 
es of the curtaius to make yourſelf a waiſtcoat; and 
your having ſtole a pair of buckles out of the harnefe, 
and ſold them to Mr. Owen, to wear them in his 
thoes. 

S»/. If you come to that, Madam, who ſtole a ſhort 
ſilk apron from my lady, and a new flannel petticoat, 
which yon have on at this moment ? 

7:hn. Not ſo falt, good Suſan Saucebox—— Who 
baited away dozens of butter more than ſhe need, 
that ſhe may ſell the greaſe? . Who brings in falle 
bills of fare, and puts the forg'd articles in her own 
pocket? Who wants wine — brandy for ſauces and 
1weetmeats, and drinks it herſelf ? 

Will. And who wants ſtrong beer for his denne 
which he drinks himſelf ? 

Marg. I think you ſhould forget that, leſt you 
ſhould be put in mind of the ſame practice with the 
coach-horſes. 

Suf. I ſuppoſe when you remember that, you don't 
forget taking a dram from her lady ſhip s bottle every 
time you make the bed. | 

Lady Ap. J can excuſe you there, Margery. for I 
keep all my bottles under lock and key. 

Sf. But I ſappoſe vour Ladyſhip will not excuſe 


ker from a falſe key, the which I will take my oath 
ihe hath now in her pocket. 


Lady Ap. Very fine, indeed 
Puz. Verily, I am concern's to fad my ſermons 
have had no better effect on you. I think it is a dif- 
ficult matter to determine which deſerves to be hang d 
molt; and if Robin the butler hath cheated more than 
other people, I ſee no other reaſon tor it, but becauſe 
he hath had more opportunity to cheat. 
Keb. Well faid, parſon! — once in thy life thou 
haſt ſpoken truth. 
Will. We are none of us ſo bad as l tho'—— 
there's cheating in his very name. Robin, is as 
much as to ſay, robbin 


Puz. That is none oF ike beſt puns, Maſter ana 
Fob. Well ſaid, parſon, again! ' 


AIR 


TY — — ” 
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AIR LX. Ye madcaps of England. 


In this little family plainly we find 

A little epitome of human kind, 

Where down from the beggar up to the great man, 

Each gentleman cheats you no more than he can. 
Sing tantarara, rogues all, 


For if you will be ſuch a huſband of pelf, 
To be ſerv'd by no cheats, you muſt een ſerve 
yourlelt ; 
The world is fs cramm'd brim-full of deceit, 
That if Robin be a name tor a cheat, 
Sing tantarara, Bohs all, Bobs ail, 
Sing tantarara, Bobs all. 


Lad, I. And have I been raking, and rending, 
and ſcraping, and ſcratching, and iwcatin 7, to be - 
plunder'd by my ſervants ? 

Sir Owen. Why, truly, my dear, if you had any 
family to provide for, you would have had ſome ex- 
cuſe for your ſaving, to fave fortunes for your . | 
children.—But as we have but one ſon to provide or, 
and he not much worth providing for, e'en let the 
ſervants keep what they have ſtole, and much good. 
may it do them. 

Lady Ap. This is fuch notorious extravagance ! 
 Omnes. Heavens bleſs your good honour ! 


AIR LXI. My name is Old Hewſon. 
Rob. I once as your butler did cheat you, 
For mylelf 1 will ſet up now; 
If yon come to my houſe I will treat you 
Wich a pig of your own ſow. . 


Sweet, J once did your ladyſhip chouſe, 
And rob you of trinkets good ſtore ; 
But when [ am gone from your houſe, 
I promiſe to cheat you no more. 


Fill. Tour lining I own, like a blockhead, 
| 1 ſtole, to my utter reproach ; 
But you will be money in pocket, 
If you fell of your horſes and coach. 
X 2 | Suf.- 
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Suſ. My rogueries all are confeſt, 
And for a new maid you may look; 
For where there's no meat to be dreſt, 
| There is little need of a cook. 


Chorus. And ſo we all give you warning, 
And give you a month's wages too; 
We all go off to-morrow morning, 

And may better ſervants enſue. 


SCENE XV. 
To them, OWEN and MOLLY. 
Cen. 1 
Molly. : Your bleſſing, Sir. 


Lady 4p. | _ 
— : We are your ſon and daughter. 


Sir Owen. My ſon married to a daughter of a te- 3 


nant! 
Owen. Oh, Sir! ſhe is your tenant's davghter, but. 
vorthy of 2 crown. 


AIR LXII. Fond Echo. 


Melh. O, think not the maid whom you ſcorn, 

With riches deli ghted can be! 

Had I a great princeſs been born, 
My Owen had dear been to me. 

On others your treaſures beſtow, 
Give Owen alone to theſe arms; 

In grandeur and wealth we find woe, 
But in love there is nothing but charms. 


S wen. In title and wealth what is loſt, 

In tenderneſs oft is repaid ; 

Too much a great fortune may coſt, 
Well purchas'd may be the poor maid. 

While fancy's faint dreams cheat the great, 
We pleaſure will equally prove; 

While they in their palaces hate, 
We in our poor cottage may love. 


Sir 
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Sit Owep. She ſings delightfully, that's the truth 
on 

Owen. T'other ſong -t other — him with - 
ſongs till he forgives us. 


AIR IIIII. Laſs of Patie's mill. 


Molly. If 1 too high aſpire, 
'Tis love that plumes my wings, 
Love makes a clown a ſquire, 
Would make a ſquire a king. 
What maid that Owen ſpies, 
From love can e er be free? 
Love in his lac'd coat lies, 
And peeps from his toupee. 


| Sir Owen. I can hold out no longer. 5 
Lach Ap. Nor I: let me ſee you embrace one a2 
ther, and then I'll embrace you both. 


AIR LXIV. Caro vien. 


Molly. Win joy my heart's o'erflowiag ; 3 
Owen, With joy my heart's jolly. 
Molly. Oh, my deareſt ſweet Owen 
Owen. Oh, my charming. Molly! 


Since I am happy myſelf, 1 will make others fo.—— 
Theſe letters, Robin, which caus'd all the jealouſy be- 
tween you and Sweetiffa. I wrote out of a frolick, 

Rob. "Hat and did I ſuſpect Sweetifſa falſely? 

Sweet. And did I ſuſpect my Robin? 

Rob. Oh. my Sweetiſſa! my ſweet. 

Sweet. Ob, n my Robia! my Bob. _ 

Rob. This hour ſhall make us one. Doctor, lead 
to church. 

Will. What ſay'ſt thou, Suſan ? Shall we follow 
- leaders ? FO 

uf. Why, faith, I am generally frank, you know, . 

and ſpeak my mind — ! fay, —4 ? 

Jan. And thou, Margery ? is 

Marg. I do not ſay, no 

_ Puz. I am ready to do your buſineſs aha you 
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Owen. Lookye, as I have married firſt, I defire my 
wedding may be celebrated firſt, at leaſt with one — 
for which I have prepar'd the fiddles. 

Paz. And for which I have prepar'd my fiddle too; 
for I am always in utrumque paratus. 

8 This ſhall be a day of hoſpitality, I am re- 
ſolv'd. 

Lady Ap. And I am reſolv'd not to ſee it, and would 
adviſe you not to be extravagant in it. 


 # dance bore. 


AIR LXV. Little Jack Horner, 


Puz. Couples united, 
| 1 Ever delighted, 
ay they ne er diſagree! 
Nomen. Firſt we will wed, 
"I Then we'll to bed ; 7 
 Omnes. What happy rogues are we ! 


Cherus, Couples united, 
e Ever delight ed, 
May we ne'er diſagree ! 
Firſt we will wed, 
Then we'll to bed ; 


| "What happy rogues are we ! 


THE 


THE 
MODERN HUSBAND. 
| i 
COME DT. 
As i was Add ut the 


Tararze-Roval in Dram Lane. 1731. 


Hæc ego non credam Venuſins digna Lucerni ? 
Hæc ego non agitem ——— 
Cle love acciiles mncks hens, £ capicnds 
Jus nullum uxori, doctus ſpectare lacunar, 
„*** | 
Juv, Sat. F- 


To the Ricrr Honovaants 
Sir ROBERT WALPOLE, 


Kxvichr of the Moſt Noble Ox DEA of 
the GARTER. Lo 


SI 
' HILE the peace of Europe, and the lives and 


* fortunes of ſo great a part of mankind depend 


on your counſels, it may be thought an offence a- 
gainſt the public good to divert, by trifles of this na- 
ture, any of thoſe moments which are ſo ſacred to 
the welfare of our country. 


Bor however ridicul'd or exploded the muſes may 


be, in an age when their greateſt favourites are liable 


to the cenſure and correction of every boy or idiot, who 
ſhall have it in his power to ſatisfy the wantonneſs of 


an evil heart, at the expence of the reputation and in- 
tereſt of the beſt poet, yet has this ſcience been eſteem- 


ed, honoured, protected, and often profeſſed by the 
greateſt perſons of antiquity. Nations and the Muſes 
have generally enjoy'd the ſame protectors. 


Tu reaſon of this is obvious: as the beſt poets 
have owed their reward to the greateſt heroes and 
ſtateſmen of their times, ſo thoſe heroes have owed ts 
the poet that poſthumous reputation, which is gene- 
rally the only reward that attends the greateſt actions · 


By them the great and good blaze out to poſterity, 


and triumph over the little malice and envy which 
once purſued them. 
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PzoticrT therefore, Sir, an art from which you 
may promiſe yourſelf ſuch notable advantages : when 
the little artiſices of your enemies, which you have 
ſurmouated, ſhall be forgotten; when envy ſhall 
ceaſe to miſrepreſent your actions, aud ignorance to 
miſapprehend them, the Muſes ſhall remember their 
protector, the wiſe ſtateſman, and the generous pa- 
tron, the ſtedfaſt friend, and the true patriot; but a- 
bove all that humanity and ſweetneſs of temper, 
which ſhine through all your actions, ſhall render 
the name of Sir Royzxr WaLroilt dear to his no 

| longer ungrateful country. 


Tuar ſucceſs may attend all your counſels, that 
you may continue to preſerve us from our enemies a- 


broad, and to triumph over your enemies at home, 
is the ſincere wiſh of, 


SIR, 
Your molt obliged, 


Moſt obedient humble ſervant, 


$ 


HENRY FIELDING. 


PROLOGU E. 
| Spoken by Mr. WILKS. 


TN early youth cur author firſt begun 
To combat with the follies of the town ; 
Her want of art his unſtill'd muje bewail'd, 
And where his fancy pleas'd, his judgment fail d, 
Hence your nice taſtes he ſtrove to entertain 
With unſbap d monſters of a wanton brain ! 

He taught Tom Thumb ſtrange vidories ts boaſt, 
Slew heaps of giants, and then — ld a ghoſt ! 
To rules, or reaſon, ſerra'd the dull pretence, 
And fought, your champion, 'gainft the cauſe of ſenſe ! 

At length, repenting frolich flights of youth, 
Once more he flies to Nature. and o Truth: 

In virtue juſt defence, aſpires to fame, 
And crurts applauſe withaut th' applauder's ſhame ! 
Immpartial let your praiſe or cenſure flow, 
For, as he brings no friend, he hopes to find no fo. 
His muſe in ſchacls too unpolite was bred, 

T apprehend each critick—that can read : 
Fer, ſure no man's capacity leſs ample 
Becauſe he's been at Oxford or the Temple ! 
He ſhews but little judgment, or diſcerning, 
Who thinks taſte baniſh'd from the ſeats of learning. 
VMWor is leſi falſe, or ſcandalous th aſperſion, 
That ſuch will ever damn their own diverſion. 
But, poets dammn'd, lite thieves convited, ace, 
Rail at their jury, and deny the fact! 
To night yet ſlrangers to the ſcene ) you'll view, 
A pair of monſters moſt entirely nec! 
Two characters ſcarce ever found in life, 
A willing cucxald—ſells bis willing wife ! 
But, from whatever clime the creatures come, 
Condemn em not —becauſe not found at home. 
If then true nature in his ſcenes you trace, 
Not ſcenes that Comedy to Farce debaſ”: ; 


? 
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1f modern vice deteſtable be ſhewn, 
And vicious, as it is, he draxvs the tun:; 
Tho no loud laugh applaud the ſerious page, 
Reſtore the finkirg bonuur of the tage! 
The ſtage which was net for 5x farce deſign'd, 
Bu to divert, inſtruct, and mend mankind, 
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MODERN HUSBAND. 


ler i SCENTS 
SCENE, Ah. Mob as Houſe. 


At. MODERN at her toilet : LATETY 
attending. 


Ars. Mop ERV. 


1 U D! this creature is longer in ſticking a pi in, 
than ſome people are in N a head. vr: 
you never have done fumbling? 
Lately. There, Maam, your ladythip is dref. 
Mrs. Modern. Dreſt! ay, moſt frightfully areſt, 

I am ſure— If it were not too late, I won'd begin it 
all again. This gown is wretchedly made, and does 
not become me-— When was Trickſy here? | 

Lately. Yeſterday, Maam, with her bill. 

Mrs. Modern. How! her bill already? 

Lately. She fays, Madam, your ladyihip bid her 
bring it. 

Mrs. Modern. Ay, to be ſure, ſhe'll not fail to re- 
member that. 

Lately. She ſays too, „ Maam, that ſhe's in great 
diſtreſs for her money. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh, no doubt of that; I do not 
know any one who is not. 

Lately, What thall 1 do, Maam, when ſhe comes 
again? 

Mrs. Modern. You muſt 

way again, I think, 

Lately. Yes, Maam, but 


Mrs. Modern. But——but what? Don't trouble 
Vor. H. Y me 


you muſt ſend her Z 
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me with your 2 I have other things to 
think on —— Bills ! bills! bills! I wonder, in a civi- 


lized nation, there are no laws againſt duns. [ Knoct- 
ing at the dear] Come in. | 


"SCENE IB 
To them, FOOTM AY, 


Foot. My Lady Ever-play, Madam, gives ner 
Kumble fervice to you, and deſires your lady ſhip's 
company to- norrow ſe'ennight to make a party at 
Quadrille with my Lady Lo:call and Mrs. Baneſpouſe. 
Mrs. Aladern. Latcly, bring the Quadrille-book 
 Hither; ſee whether [ am engag'd. 

Lately. Here it is, Maam. 

Mrs. M:dern. Run over the engagements. 
Lateh. Monday, February 5, at Mrs Squabble's ; 
Tueſday, at Mrs. Witlefs's; Wedneſday, at Lady 
Matadore's ; Thurſday, at Mrs. Fiddle-faddle's; Fri- 
day, at Mrs. Ruin's; Saturday, at Lady Trife's ; 
Sunday, at Lady B Barbara Pawnjewel's. | 

Mrs. Modern. What is the wench doing see 
for how long l am engag'd.— At this rate you will 
not have done this hour. 

Lately. Maam, your ladyſhip is engag'd ev'ry 
night till Thuriday three weeks. 

Drs. Modern. My ſervice to Lady Ever-play; I 
have parties ev'ry night till Thurſday three weeks, 

and then I ſhall be very glad if ſhe will get two more 
at my honte—and—Fom=—take the roll of viſits, 
and go with my chair to pay them; but 3 — 
not to call at Mrs. Worthy's. 


SCENE II. 


Mrs. MODERN, LATELY. 


Airs. Medern. I intend to leave off her acquaint- 
ance, ſor [never ſee any people of faſhion at her houſe, 
which, indeed, I do not wonder at; for the wretch is 
hardly ever to be met with without her huſband. And 
truly, | think, the is not fit company for any other. 

Did you ever ſce any one dreſs like her, Lately ? 
Lately. 
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Lately. Oh, frightful ! I have wonder'd how your 


ladyſhip cou'd endure her ſo long. 

Mrs. Modern. Why, the plays at Quadrille worſe 
than ſhe dreſſes, and one wou'd endure a great deal 
in a perſon who loſes her money. 


Lately. Nay, now [ wonder that your ladyſhip has 


left her off at all. 
rt. Modern. Truly, becauſe ſhe has left off plas; 


and now ſhe rails at cards for the fame reaſon as ſome 


women do at gallantry from ill ſucceſs. — Poor 


creatures! how i _m—_—_ they are, that all their cail- 
proclamation that they have loi? 


ing is only a lou 
their money, or a lover. 
Lately. They may rail as long as they pleaſe, 


Maam ; they will never be able to expel thoſe two 


pleaſures out of the world. 
Mrs. Modern. Ah, Lately ! I hepe I ſhall be ex- 


pelled out of the world art Thoſe Quadrille rings of 


mine are worth more money than four of the belt bril- 


liants — There is more conjuration in theſe dear cir- 
cles [S heut a ring. ] Theſe Spades, Hearts, Clubs, 
and Diamonds. Hark, I hear my huſband coming; 


go you down ſtairs. [Exit Lately. 
Huſband, did I fay ? Sure, the wretch who ſells his 


wife deſerves another name. But l mult be civil ta 


him white 1 28227 him. 


SCENE IV. 


Mr. MODERN, Mr. MODERN. 


Mrs. Modern. My dear, good-morrow. 
Mr. Modern. | hope you flept well lait night, ma- 


dam; that is, I hope you had good ſucceſs at cards. 


Mrs. Modern. Very indifferent. | had won a con- 
ſiderable ſum, if it had not been for a curſed Sans- 
prendre-vole, that ſwept the whole table. That Lady 


Weldon has ſuch luck, if I were ſuperſtitious, | ſhou'd 


forſwear playing with ber-for I never play'd with her 


but l cheated, nor ever play'd with her, but I loſt. 


Mr. Modern. Then without being very ſuperſtit. - 


ens, I think you may ſuſpect that the cheuts too. 


Mrs, Medern, Did I not know the other compa- 
> & Dy — 
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ny—PFor the very worſt of Quadrille is, one cannot 
cheat without a partner. The diviſion of a booty 
ves one more pain, than the winning it can plea- 
I am to make up accounts to-morrow with 
Mrs. Sharpring-but where to get the money, I know 
not, unleſs you have it, child. 
Mr. M:dern. I have it! I wanted to borrow ſome 
of you: unleſs you can raiſe me five hundred pounds 


dy to-morrow night, I ſhall be in a fair way to gots 


| jail the next mornin 

Mrs. Modern. If the whole hagodnek of my life 
depended on it, I could not get the tenth part. 

N.. Modern. You do not manage Lord Richly 
right. Men will give any thing to a woman they are 
* fond of. 

Mrs. Mederz:. But not to a woman whom they 
were fond of ——The decay of Lord Richly's paſſion 
is too apparent for you not to have obſerv'd it. He 
viſits me ſeldom; and [ am afraid, ſhould I aſk a fa- 
vour of him, it might break off our acquaintance. 

Mr. Modern, Then I fee no reafon for your ac- 
quaintance: he dances no longer at my houf@, if he 
will not pay the muſick— But hold, I Go a thought” 
come into my head may oblige him to it, and make 
better muſick for us than you imagine. r 

Mrs. Modern. What is it? 

Mr. Modern. Suppoſe I procur'd winelſes of his 
familiarity with you ———1 ſhou'd recover ſwinging 
damages. 

Mrs. Modern. But then my reputation —— 

Mr. Modern. Pooh, you will have enough to gild 
it; never fear your reputation while you are rich- 
for gold in this world covers as many fins, as charity 
in the next. So that get a great deal, and give away 
a little, and you ſecure your happineſs in both. Be- 
ſides, in this caſe all the ſcandal falls on the huſband. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh no! I thalt be no more viſited 
Farewel, dear Quadrille, dear, dear Sans- 
prendre-vole, and matadores. 

Mr. Modern, You will be forc'd to quit theſe 
pleaſures otherwiſe ; for your companions in em will 
quit you the very moment they apprehend 1 

ortune 
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fortune. Lou will find that wealth has a ſurer in- 
tereſt to introduce roguery into company, than virtue 
to introduce poverty. | 

Mrs. Modern. You will never perſuade me: my 
reputation is dearer to me than my life. 

Mr. Modern. Very ſtrange ! that a woman who 
made fo little ſcruple of ſacrificing the ſubſtance ot 
her virtue, ſhould make ſo much of parting with the 
ſhadow of it. . 

Mrs. Modern. Tis the ſhadow only that is valua- 
ble — Reputation is the ſoul of virtue. | 

Mr. Modern. So far, indeed, that it ſurvives long 
after the body is dead. Tho' to me virtue has ap- 
peared nothing more than a ſound, and reputation is 
its echo. Is there not more charm in the chink of 2 


thouſand guineas, than in ten thouſand praiſes? But 


what need more arguments: as I have been contented 
to wear horns for your pleaſure, it is but reaſonable 
you ſhou'd let me ſhow em for my profit. 


Mrs, Modern. If my pleaſures, Mr. Modern, had 
been your only inducement, you won'd have acted 


another part. How have you maintain'd your figure 
in the world fince your loſſes in the South-Sea, and 


others !- and do you upbraid me with the crimes 


which you yourſelf have licens'd — have liv'd by? 
Mr. Modern. Had I follow'd my own inclinations, 
I had retir'd; and inflead of ſupporting theſe extra- 
vagances by ſuch methods, had redue'd my pleaſures 
to my fortune. Twas you, Madam, who by your 


unbridled pride and vanity run me into debt; and 


then—l gave up your perſon to ſecure my own. 


Mrs. Modern. Ha! have I ſecur'd thy worthleſs 


perſon at the expence of mine? No, wretch, ttis at 
the price of thy ſhame, I have purchas'd pleaſures. 
Why, why do | fay thy ſhame? The mean, the gro- 


veling animal, whom any fear cou'd force to render 


up the honour of his wite, muſt be above the fear 
of ſhame. Did I not come nnblemiſh'd to thee? Was 


not my life unſpotted as my fame, till at thy baſe in- - 


treaties [ gave up my innocence ?—-Oh ! that I had 


ſooner ſeen thee ſtarve in priſon, which yet I will, 
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ere thou ſhalt reap the fruits of my misfortunes. No, 
I will publith thy dithonour to the world. 

Mr. Modern. Nay, but, my dear. 

Mrs. Modern. Deſpicable monſter ! | 

Mr. Madern. But, child, hearken to reaſon. 

Mrs. Modern. Never, never. 

Mr. Modern. T own myſelf in the wrong TI afk ten 
thouſand pardons. I will ſubmit to any punithment. 

Mrs Mcodern. To upbraid me with : 

Mr. Modern. My dear, I am in the wrong, I ſay. 
I never will be guilty of the like again. 

Mrs. Modern. Leave me a while; perhaps I may 
come to myſelf. 

Mr. Madern. My dear, I am obedient ure, 


the grand ſeignior has no ſlave equal to a contented 
cuckold. 


SCENE v. 
Mr. MODERN alone. 
Mrs. Modern. What ſhall I do: Money muſt be 


rais'd but how ! ls there on earth a perſon that 


wou'd lend me twenty guineas ? I have loſt Gaywit's . 
heart too long to expect any thing there; nor wou'd 
my love ever ſuffer me to aſk him. Ha Bellamant 
perhaps may do it: he is generous, and [ believe he 
loves me. TI will try him, however. What wretched 
ſhifts are they oblig d to make uſe of, who wou'd ſup- 


port the appearance of a fortune which they have 
not. | | 


SCENE VI. The ftrect beſore Lerd Richly's door. 


Captain MERIT. 


Cap. Merit. That is the door I muſt attack; and I 
have attack'd a city with leſs reluctance. There is 
more hard!{hip in one hour's baſe ſolicitation at a le- 
vee, than in a whole campaign. 
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A enn mk 
Captain MERIT, PORT ER. 


Cap. Merit. Does my Lord Richly ſee compeny 
this morning ? 


Porter. Sir, I cannot tell whether he does or no. 


go in. 

Porter. I know not whom you may ſee go in. I 

ſuppoſe they have buſineſs with his lordſhip, I hope 
you will give my Lord leave to be at home to whom 

he pleaſes. 

Cab. Merit. If buſineſs be a paſſport to his lord- 
ſhip, I have buſineſs with him of conſequence. 

Porter. Sir, I thall tell him of it. 


Cap. Merit. Sir, I ſhall be oblig'd to you to tell 
him now. 


Porter. I cannot carry any meſſage now, unleſs 1 


knew you. 


Cap. erit. Why don't you know me ? that wy 


name is Merit. 
Porter. Sir, here are ſo many gentlemen come ev'ry 
day, that unleſs I have often new tokens to remember 
em by, it is impoflible.—Stand by chere; room far 
my Lord Lazy, [ Lord Lazy caſes in a chair. 


SCENE VIII. 


Captain MERTT, Captain BRAVEMORE, from the 
houſe. | 


Cap. Brave. Merit, good-morrow ; what i important 


affair can have ſent you hither, whom I know to ſhun 
the houſes of the great, as much as virtue does. 

Cap. Merit. Or as much as they do poverty; for'l 
have not been able to advance farther than you ſee 
me. Sdeath, I have mounted a breach againſt an 


armed file of the enemy, and yet à ſingle porter has 


deny'd me entrance at that door. You, I ſee, have 
ſpeeded better, 

Cap. Brave Ha, ha, ha ! thou errant man of war. 
— flark ye, friend, there is but one key o all the 
great men's Houſes 1 in town. 


Cap. 


Cap. Merit. Nay, I have ſeen ſeveral gentlemen 
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Cap. Merit. Is it not enough to cringe to power, 


but we muſt do the fame to the ſervants of power? 

Cap. Brave. Sir, the ſervants of a great man are 
all great men. Wou'd you get within their doors, 
you muſt bow to the porter, and fee him too. Then 
to go farther, you mult pay your devoirs to his gen- 
tleman ; and after you have bowed for about half an 
hour to the whole family, at laſt you may get a bow 
from himſelf. 


Cap. Merit. Damnation! I'd ſooner be a gally- 


flave. Shall 1, who have ſpent my youth and health 
in my country's ſervice, be forc'd by ſuch mean vaſ- 
falage to defend my old age from cold and hunger, 
while ev'ry painted butterfly wantons in the ſunſhine ? 
[Cclonel Courtly crofſes. ] *Sdeath, there's a fellow now 


bat fellow's father was a pimp; his mother, the 


turn'd bawd, and his fiſter turn'd whore; you ſee the 


conſequence. How happy is that country, where 


pimping and whoring are eſteemed publick ſervices, 
and where grandeur and the gallows lie on the ſame 
road! 


Cap. Brave. But leaving off railing, what is your 


buſineſs with his lordſhip ? | 
Cap. Merit. There is a company vacart in colonel 
Favourite's regiment, which, by his lordſhip's inte- 
' reſt, I hope to gain. 
Cap. Brave. But pray, by what do you hope to 
gain his lordſhip's intereſt? 5 my 
Cap. Merit. You know, Bravemore, I am little in- 


clin'd to boaſting ; but, I think, my ſervices may ſpeak 


ſomething for me. 


Cap. Brave. Faith, I'm afraid you will find 'em 


dumb; or if they do ſpeak, it will be a language not 
underſtood by the great. Suppoſe you apply to his 
nephew Mr. Gaywit; his intereſt with my lord may 
be of ſervice to you. | 
Cap. Merit. | have often ſeen him at Mr. Bella- 
mant's, and believe he wou'd do any thing to ſerve 
Cap. Brave. But the levee is begun by this. If you 
pleaſe, Fl introduce you to it. FI. "MY 
Why Cap. 
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gab. Merit. What an abundance of poor wretches 


go to the feeding the vanity of that leviathan one 
great rogue. 


SCENE XX. 
Lord RICHLY at his houſe. 


L. Richly. Ha, ha, ha!—— agreeable! Courtly, 


thou art the greateſt droll upon earth Lou l 


dine with me — Lord Lazy, will you make me 


happy too? 

I. Lazy. I'll make myſelf fo, my lord, | | 
L. Ricky, Mr. Woodall, your ſervant ; how long 
Lave you been in town ? 

Moodall. I cannot be particular; I carry no alma- 
nack about me, my lord; a week or a fortnight, per- 
haps : too much time to bak at this ſeaſon, when a 
man ſhould be driving the foxes out of his country. 


Col. Courtly. 1 hope you have brought your family 


to town : a parliament-man ſhou'd always bring his 


wife with him, that if he does not ſerve the —— £ 


ſhe may. 


L. Riehly. Now, I think familiarity with the wife of 


a a ſenator ſhou'd be made a breach of privilege. 

Col. Courtly. Your lordſhip is in the right — the 

per ion of his wife ** be made as facred as his 
own. | 

Nadal. Ay, the women wou'd thank vs Jamna- 
bly tor ſuch a vote—and the Colonel here is a very 

likely man to move it. 

C Courtly. Not I; for the women then ak be 
as backward to be our wives as the tradeſmen are now 
to be our creditors. 

Wecdall To the fine gentlemen of 1 us, wk lay out 
their [mall fortunes in extravagance, and their ſlen- 
der ſtock of love on their wenches. I remember the 
time, when I was a young fellow, that men us'd to 


dreſs like men: but now I meet with nothing but a 


parcel of toupet coxcombs, who plaiſter up their 
brains upon their periwigs. 


IL. Richly. 1 protelt thou art an errant wit, Wood- 
Col. 
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Col. Courtly. Oh, he's one of the greateſt wits of 
his county. 

Moodall. 1 have one of the greateſt eſtates of my 
county; and by what I can ſee, that intitles a man 
to wit here as well as there. 

Cap. Merit. Methinks this rough ſpark i is very free 
with his lordſhip. Lt To Bravemore, 

Cap. Brave. You muſt know this is a ſort of polite 
bear-baiting. There is hardly a great man in town 
but what is ſond of theſe fort of fellows, whom they 
take a delight in baiting with one or more buffoons. 
But now for your buſineſs. 

L. Ric/ ly. I thall fee him this morning; you may 
depend on my ſpeaking about it.— [To à gentleman. 
Captain Bravemore, I am glad to ſee you. 

Cap. Brave. My lord, here is a gentleman of di- 
ſtinguiſn'd ſervices; if your lordſhip would recom- 
mend him to Colonel] Favourite. 

I. Richhy. Sir, I ſhall certainly do it. 
Cap. Merit. There being a company vacant, my 
 lord—My name is Merit. | 
L. Richly. Mr. Merit, I ſhall be extremely glad ty 
ſerve you. Sir John, your moſt obedient humble 
ſervant. — Lazy, what were you ſaying about Mr. 
Bellamant ? | 

L. Lazy. We were talking, my lord, of his affair, 
which was heard in our houſe yeſterday. 

L Ricbly. L am forry I was not there. It went a- 
gainſt him, I think. 

L. Lazy. Yes, wy Lord, and I am airaid it fes 
him deeply. | 
Cal. Courtly. Undone, Sir.; quite undone. | 
L. Richly. Upon my foul, Mrs. Bellamant's a fine 


» Woman. 


Woodall. Then, I ſuppoſe, if her huſband's undone, 
you'll have her among you. 

L. Richly. Woodall, thou'rt a liquoriſh dog. Thou 
woud'ſt have the firſt ſnap. 

Moodali. Not I; none of your town ladies * me: 
I always take leave of women from che time I come 


aut of the country till f go, back again. 
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L. Lazy. Women! Pox on him! he means foxes 
again. 

Cal. Courtly. He knows no difference. 

Neadall. Nor you either. But, hark'ee, I 
it is ſafer riding after the one than the other. 

Col. Courtly. Thy ideas are as groſs as thy perſon. 

L Richly. "Weng him, fly rogue—you never knew 
a fox-hunter that did not love a wench | 

Moodall. No, nor a wench of any ſenſe that did 
not love a fox-hunter. 

L. Richly. Modern, your ſervant. 

M.. Modern. [ would preſume only to remind your 
lordthip 

L. Richly. Depend upon it, I will remember you. 
l hope your lady is well. 

Mr. Mzdern. Intirely at your ſervice, my lord. 

L. Richly. | have a particular affair to communi- 
cate to her; a ſecret that I cannot ſend by you; you 
know all ſecrets are not proper to truſt a huſband 
with. 

Mr, Modern. You do her too much VERY my 
lord: I believe you will find her at home any time 

to-day. 

L. Richly. Faith, Modern, I know not whether 
thou art happier in thy temper, or in thy wife. 

Mr. Modern. Um —, my lord, as for my wife, I 
believe ſhe is as good as moſt wives; I believe ſhe is a 
virtuous woman: that, I think, [ may affirm of her. 

IL. Richly. That thou may'R, I dare ſwear ; and 
that Las firmly believe as thou doſt thyſelf: and let 
me tell you, a virtuous woman is no common jewel in 
-this age.—But prithee, haſt thou heard any thing of 

Mr. Bellamant's affairs? 

Mr. Madern. No more than that he has loſt his 
cauſe, which he ſeem'd to expect the other * 
when he was at my houſe. 

L. Richly. Then you are intimate ? 

2 Modern. He viſits my wiſe pretty often, my 
lor | 

L. Richly. Modern, you know I am your friend— 
and now we are alone, let me adviſe you. Take care 

| Bellamant, take a particular care of — 

e 
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He is prudent enough in his amours to paſs npon the 

world for a conſtant huſband ; but I know him —— 1 

know him He is a dangerous man. 

Mr. Modern. My lord, you ſurpriſe me ſo, that — 
L. Richly. I know you will excuſe this freedom my 


friendſhip takes: but beware of Bellamant, as you 


love your honour. | 

Serv. My lord, the coach is at the door. 

L. Richly. My dear Modern, I ſee the great ſur- 
priſe you are in: but you'll excuſe my freedom. 

Mr. Modern. I am eternally obliged to your lord- 
ſhip. — | 
L Richly. Your humble ſervant. 
Mr. Modern. I hope your lordſhip will pardon my 
freedom, if after all theſe obligations I beg leave once 

more to remind you. CT | 
I. Richly Depend upon it, I'll take care of you — 
What a world of poor chimerical devils does a levce 
draw together? All gaping for favours, without the 
leaſt capacity of making a return for them, 


But great men juſtly act, by wiſer rules; 
A levee is the paradiſe of fools. 


— 


ACT SCENE L 
SCENE, Mrs. Bztianaxt's Houſe, 
Ars. BELLAMANT, EMILIA. 


Mrs. BeLLAmavnrt. 


ID John put up the coach. [7e a ſervant. ] 
What think you now, Emilia? Has not this 


* ramble given you a ſurfeit of the town? 
After all the nonſenſe and ill-nature we have heard 


to-day, wou'd it grieve one to part with the place 
one is ſure to hear em over again in? 23 
Emilia. Jam far from thinking any of its pleaſures 
worth too eager a wiſh=— and the woman who has 
with her, in the country, the man ſhe loves, muſt be 
a very ridiculous creature to pine after the town. 
2 _ ; Mrs. 
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Mrs. Bella. And yet, my dear, I believe you know 
there are ſuch ridiculous creatures 

Emilia | rather imagine, they retire with the man 
they ſhould love, than him they do: for a heart tit 
is paſſionately fond ot the pleatures here, has rarely 
room for any other fondneis. The town itielf is th: 
paſſion of the greater part of our ſex; but fuch I can 
never allow a juſt notion of love - to. \ woman, 
that ſincerely loves, can know no happinels without, 
nor miſery with, her beloved object. 

Mrs. Bella. You talk feeitagly, I protet; I with 
you don't leave your heart ochind you. — Come, con- 
feſs; I hope I have delery'd rather to be eſtesm'd 
four conſident than your mother in-law, 

Emilia. Wou'd it be a crime if it were (5? But if 
love be a crime [ ain ture you cannot upbruid me 
with it. 

Mrs. Bella. Tho' if it be a crime, [ am ſure you are 
guilty.— Well, | approve your choice child. 

Emilia. My choice! excellent! I carry his picture 
in my eyes, I ſuppoſe. 

Mrs. Bella. As fure as in your heart, my dear. 
Enmilia. Nay, but dear Madam, tell me whom you 
guels. 

Mr.. Bella. Huſh, here's Mr. Bellamant. 


Enter BELLAMANT. 


Mr. Bella. So ſoon return'd, my gear? Sure, you 
found no body at home. 

Mrs. Bella. Oh, my dear! I have been in ſuch an 
aſſembly of company. and fo pulled to pieces with 
impertinence and ill- nature Welcome, welcome ! 
the country! for ſure the world is ſo very bad, thoſe 
places are beſt, where one has the leaſt of it. 

Mr. Bella. What's the matter? 

Mrs. Bella. In ſhort, [ have been downright af. 
fronted. 

Mr. Bella. Who durt affront you! 

Mrs. Bella. A ſet of women that dare do ev'ry 
thing but what they ſhould do.—Tn the firſt place, I 
was complimented with prude, for not being at the 
laſt maſquera le- with dullneſs, for not entring into 
| Vor. II. 2 the 
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the taſte of the town in ſome of its diverſions —Then 
had my whole dreſs run over, and diſlik'd; and to fi- 
nith all, Mrs. Termagant told me I look'd frightful. 

Mr. Bella. Not all the paint in Italy can give her 
half your beauty. | | 

Mrs. Be!!/z. You are certainly the moſt complai- 
ſant man in the world, and [ the only wife who can 
retire hom e, to be put in a good humour, Moſt huſ- 
bands are like a p! fain-dealing looking-glafs, which 
ſullies ail the co plhments we have receiv'd abroad, 
by atluring us we do not deſerve 'em. 

| During this ſpeech, a ſervant delivers 4 
letter ty Bellamant, vic he reads. 

Emilia. I believe though, Madam, that generally 
happens when they are not deſerv'd: for a woman of 
true beauty, can never feel any diſſatis faction from the 
jul: ice of her glais; nor ſhe, who has your worth, 
trom the ſincerity of her huſband. 

Mrs. Bella. Your father ſeems ORIENT vn] 
wiſh there be no ill news in his letter. 

Mr. Bella. My dear, [ have a favour to aſk of 
you. 
i Mrs. Bella. Say to command me, 

Mr. Bella. I gave you a bank note of a hundred 
yeſterday, you mult let me have it again. 

Mrs. Bella. J am the luckieſt creature in the world, 
that I did not pay away ſome of it this morning. 
Emilia, child, come with me. [Exit with Emilia. 

Mr. Bella. Excellent! unhappy woman! How lit- 
tle doth the gueſs, the fetches this money for a rival? 
That is all the little merit I can beaſt towards her, 
to have contended by the utmoſt civility and com- 
pliance with all her defires, and the utmoſt caution 
in the management of my amour, to diſguiſe from 
her a ſecret, that muſt have made her miſerable. Let 
me read once more. 


cc 8 1 R, 


« If you have, or ever had, any value for me, ſend 
me a hundred pounds this morning, or to make 
e em more welcome than the laſt of neceſſities can, 


„ bring 
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„bring them yourſelf to — Yours ——more than 
«© her own, HILLARIA MODERN. 


Why, what a farce is human life? How ridiculous is 


the purſuit of our deſires, when the enjoy ment of 
them 1s ure to beget new ones? 


SCENE IL 

Mr. BELLAMANT, Cap. BELLAMANT. 

Cap. Bella. Good-morrow, Sir. 

Mr. Bella. J ſuppoſe, vir, by the gaiety of your 
dreſs, and your countenance, I may with vou joy of 
ſomething beſides your father's mistortunes. 

Cap. Bella. Wou'd you have me go into mourning 
for your loſſes, Sir? 

Mr. Bella. You may mourn, Sir- am now un- 
able to ſupport your extravagance any longer. My 
advice, nay, my commands have had no effeꝗ& upon 
vou, but neceſſity muſt ; and your e: 1 mult 
fall of courſe, when it has v. othing to ſupport it 

Cap. Bella. I am ſurpriz'd you thou'd call the ex- 
per.ces of a gentleman extravagance. 

Mr. Bella. I am ſorry you think the expences of a 
fool, or fop, the expences of a gentleman ; and that 
race-hor ſes, cards, dice, whores, and embroidery, are 
neceſlary ingredients in that amiable compoſition. 

Cap. Bella Faith, and they are fo with moſt gen- 
tlemen of my acquaintance; and give me leave to 
tell yon, Sir, theſe are the quali2cations which re- 
commend a man to the belt ſort of people. Suppoſe 
I had {raid at the univerſity, and follow'd Greek and 
Latin. as you advis'd me; what acquaintance had I 
found at court : what bows had | receiv'd at an aſ- 
ſembly, or the opera ? 

Mr. Bella. And will you pleaſe to tell me, Sir, 
what advantage you have receivd from theſe? Are 
you the wiler, or the richer? What are you? Why, 
in your opinion, better dreſt — Where elfe had been 
that ſmart toupet, that elegant ſword: knot, that coat 
cover'd with Jace, and then with powder ? That ever 
Hear n ſhou d make me father to ſuch a dreſt up duv | 
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A creature, who draws all his vanity from the gifts 
of tailors and periwig makers ! 
Cop. Bella. Wou'd you not have your ſon dreſt, Sir? 
Ar. Bella. Yes, and if he can afford it, let him 
be ſometimes fine; but let him dreſs like a man, not 
affect the woman, in his habit or his geſture. an 
Cap. Bella. it a man will keep good company, he 
_ muſt comply with the faſhion. 
Ar. Bella. I would no more comply with a ridi- 
culous fathion, than with a vicious one; nor with 
that which makes a man look like a monkey, than 
that which makes him act like any other beaſt. | 
Cap. Bella. Lord, dir! you are grown ſtrangely 
r 
Bella. 1 mall not give myſelf any farther 
-_ with you: but fince all my endeavours have 
prov'd ineffectual — leave you to the bent of your 


_ewn inclinations. But I mult defire you to fend me 


no more bills; I aſſure you, I thall not anſwer them 
— jou mutt live on your commilhon—— this laſt 
misforture has made it impe ſſible that I fhou'd add 
one farthing to your income. 

Ca Bella. I have an affair in my view, which may 
add to it.— dir, I with you good-morrow.— When a 
{ather and !n muſt not talk of money- matters, I can- 
not Ice what they have to do together. 


SCENE III. 


Mr. BELLAMANT, 2½½. BELLAMANT, 
E M{ILEIA. | | 


＋＋ Pella. Here is the bill, my dear. 

Mr. Pella. Yon hall be repaid in a day or two. 

re. Bella. I faw your fon part haſtily from yon, 
as | came in; I hope you have not been angry with 

him. 

Mr. Bella, Why will you ever intermeddle be- 
tween us ? 

Mrs. Bella. L hope you will 8 an W 
my leur, for a ſon-in-law; which I ſhould not be 
guilty of for a ſon of my own, : 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 


Mr. GAYWIT, Mr. BELLAMANT, 
Mrs. BELLAMANT, ELAILIA. 


Q& 


Mr. Gaywit. Bellamant, good- mores Ladies, 
your humble ſervant. 

Mr. Bella. Servant, Mr. Gay wir. thought your 
time had been {0 employ 'd, that you had forgot your 
friends. 

Mr. Gaywit. | onaht to excuſe ſo long an abſence, 
but as Bellamant knows that it muit give mytelf the 
greateſt pain, he will inpute it to hulineſs. 

Mr. Bella. Did | not alio kuow, chat two days of 
thy life were never given to bullets yt -— 

Mr. G ay Wit. Not what the grave world call fo, 1 
confeſs ; but of what the gay world allow that name 
to, no hands were ever fuller. 

Mr. Hellu. You have been making love to fone 
new miſtreſs, I ſuppote. 

Ir. Gaywit. Fy, it is only huſbands make a bull- 
neſs of love, to us tis but an amutement. 

Mr. Bella. Very fine! and to wy face too! 

Mr. Gaywit. Mr. nn, in lam, is o known 
an exception to the general 10.e of huſbands, that 
what is thrown on them, can not allet one of 0 cele- 
brated a conſtancv. | 

Mrs. Bella. That's a virtue be may be celebrate 2 
for, without much envy. | 

Mr. Gaywit, He wil! be oat he by ali men for the 
cauſe of that conſtancy. Wore luen wives as Mrs. 
Bellamant lefs ſcarce, ſuch buibands as my friend 
wou'd be more common. 

Emilia. You are always throwing the f:n!t on us. 

Mrs. Bella. It is commonly in us, cither in our 
choice of our huſband, or our behaviour to them. No 
woman, who married a man of perteX ſenſe, was ever 
unhappy, but from her own ſolly. [Axe hers. 

Mr. Gaynwit. | Lo:hing out of the window) Bala 
very worthy uncle maine, my Lord Richly. 

Mr. Bella. You'll excuſe me, i! I am not at home. 
2 3 Nr. 
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Ar. Cie. Fy! to deny yourſelf to him, wou'd 
be unprecedented. 

F Nr. Bella. I aſſure you, no for 1 have often 
One it, 

Ar. Gazwwit, Then, I believe, you are the only 
man in town that has. But it is too late, I hear him 
on the [tairs. 

Mis. Bella. Come, Hate we ell hs the gentle- 
raen to their entertainment ; 1 have been ſurfeited 
with it already. 


SCENE V. 


L:rd RICHLY, Mr. GAYWIT, 
Ar, BELLAMANT. 


L. Richly, Dear Bellamant, I am your moſt odeds- 


ent ſervant. I am come to af you ten thouſand par- 


Cons, that my affairs prevented my attendance the day 
your cauſe came on. It might have been in my pow- 
er to have ſerv'd you beyond my ſingle vote. 

Mr. Zel/a. | am oblig'd to your lordſhip ; but as I 
have great reaſon to be ſatisfied with the juſtice of 
your honourable houſe — I am contented. 

L. Nichly. | hope the lofs was not conſiderable. 

Mr. Bella. I thought your lordſhip had heard. 

L. Rictly. I think, I was told twenty thouſand 
pound — but that's a trifle, a ſmall retrenehment in 

one's expences — two or three dozen ſuits the leſs, 
and two or three dozen fewer women in the year, will 
ſoon reimburſe you. 

Mr. Bella. My loſs is not EN” to what your lord- 
{Lip intimates; nor can I complain of a fortune (till 
large enough to retire inte the country with. 

L. Richly. Nay, dear Bellamaut, we mult not loſe 
you ſo. Have you no friend that cou'd favour you 
with lome comfortable ſnug employment, of a thou- 
tand or fifteen hundred per annum? 


Mr. Gaywit, Your lordſhip is the propereſt perſon 


in the world. 

L. Richly. Who I? I am ſure, no mortal wow d do. 
half ſo much to ſerve dear Jack Bellamant as myſelf 
— but I have no interelt in the leaſt, 1 

r. 
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Mr. Bella. I am oblig'd to the good offices of my 
friend, but I aſſure your lordſhip I have no intention 
that way. Beſides, I have liv'd long enough in the 
world to ſee that neceſſity is a bad recommendation 
to favours of that kind, which as ſeldom fall to thoſe 
_ really want them, as to thoſe who really deſerve 
taem. | 

L. Richly. I can't help ſaying, thoſe things are not 
eaſily obtain'd. I heartily uilk could ſerve you in 
any thing. ft gires me a great deal of uneaſineſs 


That my power is not equal to my deſire.— Damn it, 


I mult turn this diſcourſe, or he'll never have done 
with it.—Oh, Bellamant! have you heard of the new 
opera of Mr. Crambo ? 
Mr. Gaysit. What's the name of it? 
J.. Richly. It will be call'd the Humours of Bed- 


lam. I have read it, and it is a moſt ſerpriſing fine 


performance. It has not one ſyllable of ſenſe in it, 
irom the firſt page to the laſt. = 

Mr. Caywit. It muſt certainly take. 

L. Richly. Sir, it thall take, if [ have intereſt enough 
to ſupport it. I hate your dull writers of the late 
reigns. The deſign of a play is to make you laugh; 
and who can laugh at ſenſe? | 
Mr. Gaywit. I think, my lord, we have improv'd 


| on the {talians. They wanted only ſenſe—we have 


neither ſenſe nor muſick. | 

L. Richly. L hate all muſick but a jig. 

Mr Gaywit. I don't think it wou'd be an ill pro- 
ject, my lord, to turn the belt of our tragedies and 
comedies into operas. f „„ 

L. Richly And, inſtead of a company of players, 
I wou'd have a company of tumblers and ballad- 
fingers. | | 

Mr. Bella. Why, faith, I believe it will come to 
that ſoon, unleſs ſome ſturdy eritick thould oppoſe 
it. | 

L Richly. No critick ſhall oppoſe it. It wou'd be 
very fine. truly, if men of quality were confin'd in 
their taſte; we ſhould be rarely diverted, it a ſet of 
pedants were to liceuce all our diverſions ; the ſtage 
then wou'd be as auil as a country pulpit. 2 

fr. 
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Mr. Gaywit, And the boxes in Drury-Lane, as 
empty as the galleries in St. James's. 
Mr. Bella. Like enough: for religion and com- 


mon ſenſe are in a fair way to be bauilh'd out of the 
world together. | 


L. Rich Let them go, egad, 
Mr. Bella. This is, I bel: eve, the only age that 
has ſcorn'd a pretence to religion. 

L. Richly. Then it is the only age that hath ſcorn- 
ed hypocriſy. 

Mr. Bella. Rather, that bypocriſy is the only hy- 
pocriſy it wants. You lhall have a known ralcal 
ſet up for honour—a ſool for wit — and your pro- 
feſſed dear boſom fawuing friend, who, tho' he wal- 
low in wealth, wou'd refuſe you ten guineas to pre- 
ſerve you from ruin, ſhall Joſe a hundred times that 
tum at cards, to ruin your wife. | 

L. Richy. There dcar Jack Bellamant is the hap- 
pieſt man in the world, by policing a wife whom a 
thouſand times that ſum wou'd have no effect oa. 

Mr. Bella. I look upon myſelf equally happy, 
= Lord, in having no ſuch friend as wou'd tempt 

1 

L. Richly. That thou haſt not, I dare ſwear. But 
I thank you for putting me in mind of it, I muſt 
engage her in my author's cauſe, for i know her Judg- 
ment has a great ſway, 

Mr. Bella. As our ſtay will be ſo ſhort in town, the 
can do you no ſervice; beiides, I have heard her 
deteſt partiality in thoſe affairs; you wou'd never per- 
ſuace her to give a vote contrary to her opinion. 

L. Richly Detelt partiality! ha, ha, ha—l have 
heard a lady declare for doing juſtice to a play, and 
condemn it the very next minute tho' I knew the. 
had neither ſeen nor read it. Thoſe thin Zs are en- 
tirely guided by favour. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, I ſee no reaſon to fix the 
fcandal on the ladies; party and prejudice have the 
fame dominion over us. Aſk a man's character of 
one of his party, and you ſhall hear he is one of the 
worthielt, honeſteſt fellows in Chriſtendom; afk it of 
one of the oppolite party, and you thall find him 
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as worthleſs, good · ſor nothing a dog as ever was 
hang'd. | 
Mr. Bella. So that a man muſt labour very 
hard to get a general good reputation, or a general 
bad one. 
L. Richly. Well, fince you allow ſo much, you 
will give me leave to tempt Mrs Bellamant. 
Mr. Bella. With all my heart, my lord. 
Mr. Gaywit. Thou art a well-bred huſband, in- 
deed, to give another leave to tempt your wite. 
Av. Bella. I thou'd have been a very ill-bred one 
to have deny'd it. Who's there. 


Enter SERVANT. 


L. Richly. If I had faid more, he had granted it» 
rather than have loſt my favour. Poverty makes as 

many cuckolds as it does thieves. [ Ajrde. 

Mr. Bella. Wait on my lord Richly to your mit- 
treſs's apartment I am your molt obedient ſervant. 


SCENE VL 


Mr. GAYWIT, Mr. BELLAMANT. 


Mr Gaywit. I find you art refolv'd to make 
your wife ſhare your misfortunes. It wou'd have 
been civil to have given her the choice of not being 
at home. | 

Ar. Bella. 1 wanted to be alone with you 
beſides, women have a liberty of ſending away an 
pertinent vifftant, which we have not. 

Pr. Gaywit. Ay, and a way of entertaining viſi- 
tants too which we have not; and he is a viſitant not 
eaſity ſent away, I affare you. I have known him 
receive very vigorous rebuſfs without retreating. 

Ar. Bella. You talk as if you ſuſpected his mak- 
ing love to my wife il 

Mr. Gaywit. tle does ſo to every woman he 
ſees; neither the [trite friendſhip profeſs'd to her 
* ee nor the beſt reputation on her own ſide, 
can preſerve any woman he likes from his attacks : 
for he is arriv'd at a happy way of regarding & 
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the reſt of mankind as his tenants, and thinks be- 
cauſe he poſſeſſes more than they, he is entitled to 
whatever they poſſe is. 
Mr. Bella. Inlolent vanity ! I wonder the ſpirit of 
mankind has no: long fince cruſh'd the tyranny of 
ſuch lordly wolves; yet believe me, Gaywit, there 
generally goes a great deal of affectation to compoſe _ 
this voluptuous man. He oftner injures women in 
their fame, than in their perſons. This affectation 
of variety, ditcovers a fickly appetite; and many 
miſtreſſes, like many diſhes, are often ſent away un- 
talted. 
Mr. Gaywit. A very innocent affeation truly, to 
deftroy a lady's fame. 
Mr. Bella Why ay, for we are come to an age, 
wherein a woman may live very comfortably without 
it as long as the huſband is content with his infa- 
my, the wife eicapes hers. 
_. fe Cayavit. And I am miſtaken, if many buf: 

bands in this town do not live very comfortably by 
being content with their infamy, nay, by being pro- 
moters of it. It is a modern trade, unknown to our 
anceitors, a modern bubble, which ſeenis to be in a 
riſing condition at preſent. 

Mr. Bella. It is a ſtock- jobbing age, ev'ry thing 
has its price; marriage is trathcs throughout ; as 
moſt of us bargain to be huſbands, ſo ſome of us bar- 
gain to be cuckolds; and he wou'd be as much laught 
at, who preferr'd his love to kis intereſt, ut this end 
of the town, as he who preferrd his honcily to his 

Intereſt at the other. | 

Mr. Caywit. You, Bellamant, have had boldzefs 
enough, in contradiction to this 22 opinion, to 
chuſe a woman from her ſenſe aud virtues. I wilh it 
were in my power to follow your example —— 
but 

Mr. Belia. But the opinion of the world, dear boy, 

lr Gaywit. No, my good forefathers have choten 
a wife for me. I am oblig'd by the ſertlement of lord 
Richly's eſtate to many lady Charlotte, 

Mr. Bella. How! 


Mrs 


The MODERN HUSBAND. 255 


Mr. Gaywit. The eſtate will deſcend to me ſo en- 
cumber'd, I aſſure you. 

Mr. Bella. I thought it had not been in lord 
Richly's power to have cut off the entail. 

Mr. Gaywit. Not if I marry lady Charlotte. 

Mr. Bella. I think you are happy in being engag'd 
to no more diſagreeable a woman. 

Mr. Gaywit. Lady Charlotte is, indeed, pretty; 
but were ſhe every thing a lover cou'd wiſh, or even 
imagine there is a woman, my friend —— 

Mr. Bella. Nay, if you are in love with another, [ 

pity you. 
Mr. Caywit. Did'ſt thou know how I love, you 
wou'd pity me: but did'ſt thou know whom, could'ſt 
thou look upon her with eyes like mine, could'ſt thou 
behold beauty, wit, ſenſe, good-nature, contending 
which ſhould adorn her mott ? 

Mr. Bella. Poor Gaywit ! thou art gone indeed. 

Mr. Gaywit. But, I ſuppoſe, the ladies have by 
this diſcharg'd their viſitant. Now if you pleaſe, we 
will attend them. 

Mr. Bella. You will excuſe me, if I leave you with 
them; which I will not do, unleſs you promiſe I ſhall 
find you at my return. 

Mr. Gaywit. I intend to dedicate the day to your 
family; ſo diſpoſe of me as you pleafe. 


SCEN E VII. Mrs. MeDtrn's Houſe. 
Lord RICHLY, Mrs. MODERN. 


Mrs. Modern. I think I ought to blame your un- 
kindneſs I have not ſeen you ſo long. 

L. Richly. Do you think a week fo long? 

Mrs. Modern. Once you wou'd have thought ſo. 

L. Richly. Why, truly, hours in the ſpring of love 
are ſomething ſhorter than they are in the winter. 

Mrs. Modern. Barbarous man! do you inſult me, 
after what [ have done for you? 
I. Richly. I fancy theſe favours have been reci- 
procal. 

Mrs. Modern. Have I not * you up my virtue? 

L. Richly. 
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L. Richly. And have I not paid for your virtue, 
Madam? I am ſure I am 15col1. out of pocket, which, 
in my way of counting, is fourteen more than any 
woman's virtue is worth; in ſhort, our amour is at 
an end, for I am in purſuit of another miſtreſs. 

Mrs Modera. Why do you come to torment me 
with her : „ 

L. Richly. Why, I wou'd have you act like other 


prudent women in a lower ſtation; when you can 
pleaſe no longer with your own perſon, e'en do it 


with other people's. | 

Mrs. Madernu. Monſter! inſupportable ! 

IL. Rickly. You may rave, Madam, but if you will 
not do me a favour, there are wiſer people enow will 
II fix'd on you out of a particular regard to you; 
for I think when a man is to lay out his money, he is 
always to do it with his friends. 

Mrs. Modern. I'll bear it no longer. [ Going. 

L. Richly. Nor I. , [ Going. 

Mrs. Modern. Stay, my lord, can you be ſo cruel? 

L. Richly. Pthaw! [ Going. 

Mrs. Madern. Oh! ſtay! ſtay !——you know my 
neceſlities. 

L. Richly. And, I think, I propoſe a very good cure 
for them. 3 

Mrs. Modern. Lend me a hundred guineas. 

I. Richly. I will do more. 

Mrs. Madern. Generous creature ! 

L. Richly. I'll give you—— twenty, 

Mrs. Modern. Do you jeſt with my neceffity? 

I. Richly. Lookee, Madam, if you will do a good 
natur'd thing for me, I'll oblige you in return, as I 
promis'd you before, and I think that very good pay- 
ment. 

Mrs. Modern 
at leaſt. | 

I. Richly. Why ſhould we uſe more decency to an 
old acquaintance, than you ladies do to a new lover, 


Pray, my lord, uſe me with decency 


and have more reaſon for ſo doing ? You often belye 


your hearts, when you uſe us ill In ufing you ſo, 


we follow the dictates of our natures. 


Enter a ſercant, who delivers a letter t: Mrs, Modern. 


2 Mrs. 
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Mrs. Modern. Hu! it is Bellamant's hand 
the note that I detir'd—— This is lucky, indeed. 


and 


SCENE VIII. 


Lord RICHLY, Mr. Gar WIT, EMILIA, Lady 


CHARLOTTE, Ch BELL AMANT, Ae. 
MODERN. 


L. Richly. So! here's an end of my buſineſs fer 
the preſent, I find. 8 
La. Charl. Oh, dear Modern! Jam heartily glad 
to ſee you are alive; for you muſt know, I thought 
it impoſſible for any one to be ave, and not be at the 
rehearſal of the new opera. 

Cap. Bella. How can you be furpris'd at one of no 
taſte, lady Charlotte ? 

Mrs. Modern. I ſuppoſe it was very full, 
La. Carl. Oh! ev'ry body was there; all the 
world. | | 

Mr. Caput. How can that be, lady Charlotte, 
when ſo conſiderable a part, as Mrs. Modern, was 
wanting ? 5 

Mr. Modern. Civil creature ! when will you ſay 
ſuch a thing ? 

Caf. Bella. When I am as dull, Madam. 

IL Richly. Very true! no one makes a compliment 
but thoſe that want wit for ſatyr. 

Nr. Caywit. Right, my lord. It is as great a ſign 
of want of wit to ſay a good-natur'd thing, as want 
of. ſenſe to do one. 

La. Ckarl. Oh! I wou'd not ſay a good-natur'd 


thing for the world. Captain Bellamant, did you ever 


hear me ſay a good-natur'd thing in your life ? 

Mr. Gaywit. But I am afraid, lady Charlotte, tho' 
wit be a ſign of ill nature, ill-nature is not always a 
ſign of wit. | 

La. Charl. I'll give you leave to fay any thing, after 


what I have ſaid this morning —- Oh? dear Modern, 
I wiſh you had ſeen Emilia's dreiling-box ! ſuch ja- 
poning -— ke! he! he! -—- ſhe hath varniſhed over a 


windmill ten ſeveral times, before the diſcover'd 2 
had plac'd the wrong fide upwards. 
Vor. II. Aa Arr. 


— —— — — —— 
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Alrs. Modern. | have had juſt ſuch another misfor - 
tune. I have laid out thirty pounds on a cheit, and 
now I diſlike it of all things. 

La. Charl. Oh! my dear, I do not like one thing 
in twenty that I do mylelt. | 

Eznilia. You are the only perſon that diſlikes, I 
dare jay, lady Charlotte. | 

La. Charl. Oh, you flatt'ring creature ! I wiſh you 
cou'd bring my papa to your opinion. He ſays, I 
throw away more money 1n work than in play. 

Mrs. Malern. But you have net heard half m 
misfortune; for when l ſent my chelt to be ſold, 
what do yon think I was offer'd for my thirty pounds 
worth of work ? 

La. Charl. I don't 1 fifty guineas, perhaps. 

Mrs. Modern. Twenty ſhillings, as I live. 

La. Charl. Oh! intolerable! Oh! inſufferable! 

Cap Bella. But are we to have no Hazard this 
morning ? 

Mrs. Modern. With all wy heart lord Richly, 
M hat ſay you? 

L. Richly. My vote always goes with the r. 
Madam. 

Mee. Modern. Come then, the ſhrine is within, 
* you that will offer at it, follow me. 


SCENE IX. 
Mr. GAYWIT, EMILIA. 


Emilia. Mr. Gaywit, are you no gameſter ? 

Mr. Gaywit. No, Madam; when | play, 'tis the 
utmoſt ſtretch of my complaiſance, | 

Emilia. J am glad I can find one who is as great 
an enemy to play as myſelf; for I aſſure you, we are 
| both of the ſame opinion. 

Mr. Gaywit. I with we were ſo in ev'ry thing. 

Emilia. Sir! 

Mr. Gaywit. I ſay. Recs: I with all of my opi- 
nions were as well ſeconded; and yet, methinks, I 
-won'd not have your thoughts the ſame with mine, 

Emilia. Why to, pray: 

Mr, Gorwit. Pecauſe you mult have then many an 

unhappy 
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unhappy hour, which that you may ever avoid, will 
te ſtii] my heartieſt prayer. 
Frilia. T am ovig' d to you, Sir. 

Air. Grywit. Indeed, you are not. Tt is a ſelf in- 
tereſted wiſh: for, believe me, to ſee the leaſt aſdistion 
attend you, wou'd give this breaſt the greatelt agony 
it is capable of feeling. 

Emilia. Nay, this is fo extravagant a flight, I know 
not what to call it. 

Mr. Caycvit. Nor I Call it a juſt admiration of 
the highet worth, call it the tendereſt friend{hip, ir 
veu pleaſe ; tho? much I fear it merits the ſweeteſt, 
ioftell name that can be giv'n to any of our paſſions. 
If there be a paſſion pure without allay, as tender and 
ſoft, as violent and ſtrong, you canrot ſure miſcall it 
by that name. 

Emilia. You grow now too philoſophical for me tc, 
underſtand you: beſides, you wou'd, I am fare, I 
beſt underitood ivorically ; for who can believe anz 
thing of Mr. Cay wit, when he hath alherted that I. e 
is unhappy. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, 1 will leave By caſe to van 
own determination when you KNOW It, Sur pole ne 
oblig d to ygarry the woman I don't like, debarr'd ſcr 
ever from her I love, I dote on, the delight of my 
eyes, the joy of my heart. Suppoſe me oblig'd to 
forſake her, and marry— another. 

Emilia. But I cannot ſuppole you oblig'd to that. 

Mr. Gaywit. Were it not an impertinent trouble, 
I cou'd convince you. 

Emilia. 1 know not why I may not be excus 'd a 
little concern for one who hath expreſſed ſo much for 
me. 

Mr. Gaywit. Then, Madam, the ſettlement of my 
whole fortune obliges me to marry indy Charlotte 
Gaywit. 

Emilie. How! but ſuppoſe the refuſal were on 
lady Charlotte's ſide. | 
Mr. Gaywit. That is my only hope, 

Emilia. "And can aſſure you, your hope i is not ill 

Tounded. 

Mr. Gaywit, I know ſhe hath expreſs'd ſome diſlike 
. Aa 2 to 
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to me; but ſhe is a woman of that fort, that it is as 
diffcult to be certain of her diſlike, as her aſfeQion ; 
and whom the proſpect of grandenr wou'd eafily make 
cbedient to her father's commands. | 
* milia. Well, if you are ſincere, I pity you hear- 
tily. 
Mr. Gay wit. And if you are ſincere, I never knew 
Bappineſs till this dear moment. 


SCENE X. 


"tr. GAYWIT, EMILIA, Lord RICHLY, Drs. 
MODERN, Lady CHARLOTTE, Captain BEL- 
LAM ANT. 


Alrs. Mliaderu. Victoria! Victoria! 
Cap. Bella. Stript, by Jupiter! 
La. Charl. Eleven mains — Modern; you 
are a devil, 
Emilia. What's the matter, lady Charlotte ? 
Ta. Charl. Oh, my dear, you never ſaw the like— 
Modern has held in nine thouſand mains in one hand, 
and won all the world. | 
Mr. GCaywit. She has always great luck at rs. 
J.. Richly. Surprifing to-day, upon my word. 
Urs. Modern. Surpriſing to me; for it is the firit 
ſucceſs I have had this month; and I am ſure, my 
Quadrille makes ev ry one a ſufficient amends for my 
Hazard, 
J.. Richy. You are one of thoſe, whoſe winning 
nobody ever heard of, or whoſe lofing no one ever 
law. 
Caf. Bella. But you forgot the auction, lady Char- 
-lotte. 
La. Char. What have I to do at an auction, that 
am ruin'd and undone? | | 
Mr. Gaywit, As much as many that are undone ; 
bid out of whim, in order to raiſe the price, and ruin 
others. Or if the hammer ſhould fall upon you, be- 
fore you expect it, take a ſudden diflike to the goods, 
or diſpute your own words, and leave them upon the 
hands of the teller. 
Mrs. 
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Mrs. Modern. How polite is that now? Gaywit 
will grow ſhortly as well-bred as Madcap. 
Cap. Bella. We ſhall have him there too, and he 
is the life of an auction. 
La. Charl. Oh! the moſt agreeable creature in the 
world—he has more wit than any body, he has made 
me laugh five hundred hours together. Emilia, we 
will juſt call there, and then I'll ſet you down at. 
home. 
Emilia. Let us but juſt call hes. 

La. Charl. That caution is admirable from you, 
when you know I never ſtay above ſix minutes any 
where. Well, you never will reform 

L. Richly. I defire, Charlotte, you wou'd be at 
home by four. 

Le. Charl. I ſhall very eaſily, my lord ; ſor I have 
not above fourteen or filteen places to call at. — 
Come, dear creature, let us go, for I have more bufi- 
neſs than half the world upon my hands, and I mutt 
poſitively call at the auction. 

Mr. Gaywit. Where you have no buſineſs, it ſeem. 

La. Charl. Impertinent! Modern, your ſervant. 


SCENE Xl. 
Lord RICHLY, Mrs. MODERN. 


L. Richly. I only waited till you were alone, Mu” 
dam to renew my buſineſs. 

Mrs. Modern. If you intend to renew your imper 
tinence, I with you wou'd omit both. 

L. Richly. So, I find I have my work to do over 

zin. 

. Modern. But if you pleaſe, my lord, to truce 
with your propoſals, and let Piquet be the word. 

L. Richly. So you have taken money out of my 
daughter's hands, to put it into mine, 

Mrs. Modern Be not confident— I have been 
too hard for you before now. 

L. Richly. Well, and without a canes. T. 
know none whom | wou'd ſooner loſe to than your- 
ſelf; for to any one who loves play as well as you, and 

EI 3. | BT Dla y 
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plays as ill, the money we loſe, by a ſurpriſing ill 
fortune, is only lent 

Urs. Mdern. Methinks, my lord, you ſhou'd be 
fearful of deterring me by this plain- dealing. 

J Richly. J am better acquainted with your ſex, 
It is as impoſſible to perſuade a woman that ſhe plays 
ill, as that ſhe looks ill. The one may make her tear 
her cards, and the other break her looking: glaſs. | 


Her want of ſkill, for want of Juck mult paſs; 
As want of beauty's * to her glaſs. 


ACT m SCENE 1. 
SCENE Continues. 
Lord RICHLY, Mrs. MODERN. 
Mr. Map Rx. 
AN you be ſo eruel? 
C L. Rich. Ridiculous ! you might as well aſk 
ae for my whole eſtate; I am ſure, I wou'd as ſoon 
Zive it vou. 
Mrs. Meder:. An everlaſting curſe attend the cards! 
o be repiqu'd from forty, when I play'd but fcr 
tive! y lord, I believe you a cheat. 

L. Richlz. At your ſervice, Madam when you 
have more money, if you will honour me with notice, 
1 will be ready to receive it. 

Mr.. Modern. Stay, my * me the twenty 
guineas. | 

L. Richly On my conditions. 

Ars. M:dern. Any conditions. 


L. !'ichly Then you muſt contrive ſome way or 


other, a meeting between me and Mrs. Bellamant, at 
your houſe. 


Mrs. Modern. Mrs Bellamant ! | 

J.. Richly. Why do you ſtart at that name? _ 

Mrs. M:dern. She has the reputation of the ſlrict- 
eſt virtue of any woman in town, 


L. Rich iy. 
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L. Richly. Virtue! ha, ha, ha! ſo have yon, and 
ſo have ſ:veral of my acquaintance; there are as few 


women who have not the reputation of virtue, as that 
have the thing itlelf 


Mrs. Modern. And what do you propoſe by meet- 


ing her here ? 


L. Richly. I am too civil to tell you plainly what I 
propoſe; tho' by your quettion one wou'd i imagine 
yon expected it. 


Ars. Modern. | expect any thing from you, rather 
than civility, my lord | 

L. Richly. Madam, it will be your own fault, if I 
am not civil to you. Do this for me, and I'll deny 
you nothing. 

Mrs. Madern. There is one thing which rempts me 
more than your gold, which is the expectation of ſre- 


4:6 ing you deſert her, as you have done me. 


L. Richly. Which is a pleaſure you'll certainly have : 
and the ſooner you compaſs my withes, the ſooner 
you may triumph in your own . nay, there is a third 
motive will charm thee, my dear tiillaria, more than 
the other two. When [ have laid this paſſion, which 

hath abated that for you, 1 may return to your arms 
with all my former fondneſs 

Mrs. Modern. Excuſe my incredulity, my lord; for 
tho? love can change its object, it can never return to 
the ſame again. 

L. Richly. 1 may convince you of the contrary— 
hut to our buſineſs; fortune has declar'd on our fide 
already, by ſending Bellamant hither - cultivate an 
acquaintance with him, and you cannot avoid bein 


acquainted with his wife. She is the pertect ſhadow 


of her huſband ; they are as inſeparable as lady Co- 
quette and her lapdog. 

Mrs. Modern. Yes, or as her ladyſhip and her im- 
pertinence ; or her lapdog and his ſmell. Well, it is 
to me ſurpriſing, how women of faſhion can carry 


huſbands, children, and lapdogs about with them 


three things I never could be tond of. 


lapdogs than of their huſbands, we ſhou'd have no 
; | wore 


L. Richly. If the ladies were not fonder of their 


, 
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more dogs in St. — s pariſh, than there are lions 


at the Tower. 
Mrs. Modern. It is an uncommon bravery in you, 
to * * out the woman who is TI to be the 


fondeſt of her huſband. 
L. Richly. She that is fond of one man, may bl 
fond of another. Fondneſs, in a woman's temper, 
like the love of play, may prefer one man, and one 
game; but will incine her to try more, eſpecially 
when ſhe expects greater profit, and there, I am ſure, 
Jam ſuperior to my rival: if flattery will allure her, 
or riches tempt her, ſhe ſhall be mine; and thoſe are 
the two great gates by which the devil enters the 
heart of womankind——Pihaw ! He here 


SCENE II. 


Cord RICHLY, Mr. MODERN, Mrs. MODERN. 


Mr. Medern. I am your — s moſt obedient. 
humble ſervant. 
I. Richlz. Have you ſeen this new opera, Madam? 
Mrs. Modern. I have heard vaſt commendations of 
it; but I cannot bear an opera, now poor La Dovr's. 
one. 

L. Richly. Nor I, after poor A la Fama. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! Cara la Dovi! I proteſt, I 
have oſten reſolv'd to follow her into Italy. 
8 Richly. You will allow A la Fama's voice, I 
e. 

Mrs. Modern. But the mien of La Dovi, then her 
. in ſinging; the moment ſhe enter d the 

| have with'd myſelf all eyes. | 

9 Richly. And the moment A la Fama ſung, 1 
have wiſh' 4 myſelf all ears. 
Me Megern. | find, I am no deſir'd part of this 
company. I hope your lorſhip will pardon me; bu- 
kine!s of the greateſt conſequence requiring my at- 
tendance, prevents my v on your lordſhip ac- 
2 to my defires. 


SCENE. 
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8 SCENE II. 
Lord RICHLY, Arr. MODERN. 

L. Richly. This unſeaſonable interruption has quite 
eut the thread of my deſign. Pox on him, a huſband, 
on a fool in a play, is ot no uſe but to cauſe confu- 
ion. 

Mrs. Mcd:rn. You wou'd have an opportunity at 
my houſe, and to procure it, I muſt be acquainted 
with Mrs. Bellamant; now, there is a lucky accident 
which you are not appriz'd of— Mr. Bellamant is 
an humble ſervant of mine. | 

L. Richly. That is lucky indeed ; cou'd we give 
her a cauſe of ſuſpicion that way, it were a lively 
proſpe& of my ſucceſs; as perſuading a thief that his 
companion is falſe, is the ſureſt way to make him ſo. 
Mrs. Modern. A very pretty compariſon of your 
lordſhip between the two ſtates. 


Enter SERVANT, 


Serv. Madam, Mr. Bellamant deſires to know if 
your lady ſhip is at home. 

Mrs. Modern. I am. Bring him into the dining 
room. 

L. Richly. Thou dear creature, let me but ſucceed 
in this affair, I'Il give thee millions. 
Mr. Modern. More gold, and fewer promiſes, wy 
lord. 

L. Richly. An hundred guineas ſhall be the price 
of gur firſt interview. 

Are. Modern. Be punctual, and be confident. Ge 
cut tae bick-way, that he may not ſez you. 

I. Richly. Adieu, my Machiavil. 


SCENE IV. Mrs. Brttamaxt's Hou ſe. 
Mrs. BELLAMANT, Mr. GAY WIT, EMILIA. 


Mrs. Bella. And fo, lady Willitt, after all her 
proteſtations againſt matrimony, has at laſt generouily 
beſtowed herie!f on a young fellow with no fortune, 
the famous beau Smirk. 


Emilia. 
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Emilia. She was proof againſt ev'ry thing but 
charity. 

Ar. Caywit. To which all other virtues ſhou'd be 
facrific'e, as it is the greateſt ; the ladies are apt to 
value themſelves on their virtue, as a rich citizen does 
on his purſe; and I do not know which is of the 
greateſt uſe to the publick. 

Mrs. Bella. Nor I, which are the ofteneſt bank- 
rupts. 

Mr. G aywit. And as, in the city, they ſuſpect a man 
who is oftentatious of his riches; fo ſhou'd | the wo- 
man, who makes the moſt noiſe of her virtue. 

Mrs. Bella. We are all the leaſt ſolicitous about 
perfections, which we are well aſſur'd of our poſſeſſing. 

Flattery is never ſo agreeable as to our blind ſide. 
Commend a ſool for his wit, or a knave for his ho- 
Leſty, and they will receive you into their boſoms. 

Emilia. Nay, I have known a pretty lady who was 
vain of nothing but her falſe locks; and have ſeen a 
Pair of ſquinting eyes, that never ſmil'd at a —_ | 
ment made to any other feature. 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, Madaw, and I know a pretty 
gentleman, who obliges me very often with his ill- 
ipelt ſongs ; and a very ugly poet, who hath made 
me a preſent of his picture. 

Emilia. Well, fince you ſee it is ſo agreeable to 
fatter one's blind fide, I think you have no excuſe te 
compliment on the other. 

Mr. Gazwit. Then 1 ſhall have a very good excuſe 
to make you no compliment at all. But this I aſſure 
you, Emilia, the firſt imperfection I diſcover, 1 will 
tell you of it with the utmoſt fincerity. 

Emilia. And | aſſure you, with the utmoſt ſincerity, 
I ſhall not thank vou for it. 

Mrs. Hella i hen, without any flattery, you are twe 
of the moſt open plain-dealers I have met with. 


SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
Mrs. BELLAMANT, EMILIA, Lady CHAR- 
LOTTE, Mr. GAYWIT. 

La. Carl. Dear Mrs. Bellamant, make ſome ex- 
cuſe for me; I fee Emilia is going to chide me for 
| ſtaying fo long. When, did the know the fatigue I 

had this aſternoon— ! was juſt going into my coach, 
when lady Twitter came in, and force'd me away to 
a fan-ſhop. Well, I have ſeen a ſet of the prettieſt 
fans to-day. My dear creature, where did you get 
that lace ? I never ſaw any thing ſo raviſhing. 

Emilia. I cannot ſee any thing fo extraordinary in 
It, | 

La. Chart. It cou'd not coſt leſs than ten pound a 
yJard——OQh! Mr. Gaywit, are you here? 

Emilia. He goes with us to the play. 

La. Charl. Oh hateful! how can you bear him? I 
wou'd as ſoon to the chappel with Lady Prude: I 
ſaw the ridiculous creature cry at a tra;zz2dy. 

Mrs. Bella. Do you think he need be atham' d of 
that, lady Charlotte ? 

La. Char!, I wou'd as ſoon laugh at a comedy, or 
fall aſleep at an opera. 

Mrs. Bella. What is the play to-night 3 : 

La. Charl. I never know that. Ilils Rattle and I 
ſaw four acts the other night, and came away with- 
out knowing the name. I think, one only goes to 
ſee the company, and there will be a great deal tc- 
night; for the Dutcheſs of Simpleton ſent to me this 
morning. Emilia, you mutt go with me after the 
play: I muſt make juſt fourteen vilits between nine 
and ten: yeſterday was the firit payment I have made 
ſince I came to town, and I was able to compaſs no 
more than three and forty ; tho' | only found my lady 
Sober at home, and {he was at Quacrille—Lud, Mrs. 
Bellamant, I think you have left of play, which is 
to me ſurpriſing, when you play'd ſo very well. 

Mrs. Bella. and yet l believe you hardly ever ſaw 
me win. 

La. Charl. I never mind aber I win or no, if 1 
make no ſtakes, 


A * 
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Mr. Caywit. Which you never fail of doing as of- 
ten as you play. 

La. Charl. Do you hear him? 

Emilia. Oh! he ſets up for a plain-dealer, that 
is, one who ſhews his wit at the expence of his 
breeding. 

La. Charl. Yes, and at the expence of his truth. 

Emilia. Never mind him, lady Charlotte, you will 
have the town on your fide, 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, they will all ſpeak for you that 
play againſt you. 

La. Chart. This is downright inſupportable. 


SCENE VL. 
Mt. BELLAMANT, EMILI4, Mr. GAYWIT, 
Lady CHARLOTTE, Captain BELLAMANT. 


La. Charl. Oh! here's captain Bellamant ſhall be 
my voucher. 

Capt. Bella. That you may be aſſar'd of, Lady 
Charlotte, for I have fo implicit a faith in your lady- 


hip, that I know you are in the right before you _ 


ſpeak. 

La. Charl. Mr. Gaywit does not allow me to 
Flay at Quadrille. 

Cap. Hella. He may as well drny that your lady- 
ſhip ſees; beſides, I do not lay a great deal of weight 
on his judgment, whom I never ſaw play at all. 

La. Charl. Oh, abominable! then he does not 
live at all. I with my whole lite was one party at 

uadrille. 

Cap. Bella. As a Spantiard's is a game at Cheſs, 
egad. 

. Bella. 1 never intend to ſacrifice my time en- 
tirely to play, till I can get no one to keep me com- 
pany ſor nothing. 

Mr. Goywit. Right, Madam, I think the votaries 
to gaming, ſhcu'd be fuch as want helps for conver- 
— ſation: and none faou'd have always cards in their 
hands, but thoſe who have nothing but the weather 
in their mouths. 

Mes. 
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Mrs. Bella. Thus gaming wou d be of ſervice to 
the public of wit, by takiug away the encourayers of 
nonſenſe; as a war is of ſervice to à nation, by taxing 
the idle people out of it. 

La. Charl. Intolerable! Mrs Bellamant an advo- 
cate againſt play. 


s CEN E VII. 


Lord RICHLY, Mr. GAYWIT, Captiin BELLA. 
MANT, Lady CHARLOT TE. EMILIY, Ars, 
BELLAM ANF. : 

L. Richly. Who is an advocate againſt play. 

La. Charl. Mrs Bellamant, my Lord. | 

L. Richly She is grown a perfect deſerter from 
the Beau Monde: the has declar'd herſelf againſt 
Mr. Crambo too. 

La. Char. Againſt dear Mr. Crambo! 

Ars. Bella. L am only for in-inlzing reaſon ia one 
entertainments, my lord. I muit own, when I fee a 
polite audience pleas'd at ſeeing Bedlam on the tage, 
I cannot forbear thinking thera tit tor no other place. 

L. Richly. Now, I am never entertain'd better. 

La. Charl Nor I. Oh dear Bedlan! I have 

one there once a week for a long time: I am charm'd 
with thoſe delightful creatures the kings and the 
queens. 

Cap. Bella. And your ladyſkip has contributed a- 
bundance of lovers, all kings, no doubt : for he that 
cou'd have the boldneſs to attempt you, might with 
much leſs madneſs dream of a throne. 

La. Charl. Well, I ſhou'd like to be a queen. I. 
fancy, tis very pretty to be a queen. 

Cap. Bella. Were | a king, lady Charlotte, you 
ſhou'd have your with. 

La. Charl. Ay, but then I mnſt have you 2— 
I wou'd not have an odious, filthy he-creature for 
the world. 

Mr. Gazwit. Faith you cannot eafily find any who 
is leſs of the he- creature. | Ljide. 

Emilia. But, lady Charlotte, we thall be too late 
for the play. 
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La. Charl. | believe the firſt act is over, ſo we'll 
go. I don't believe I ever ſaw the firit at of a play 
in my life-— but do you think I'll ſuffer you in ny 
coach? | 

Mr. Caywit. At leaſt, you'll ſuffer me to put this 
lady into it. 

Cap. Bella. And me to put your ladyſhip in. 

La. Charl. Dear Mrs. Bellamant, your humble ſer- 
vant. 

L. Ric!l;. Shall I have the henour, in the mean 
time, of entertaining you at Piquet? 
NM. Bella Your Lordſhip has ſuch a vaſt advan- 

tage over me 

E Ni:hly. None in the leaſt : but if you think fo, 
Madam, I'Il give you what points you pleaſe. 

Mrs. Bella. For one party then, my lord, — Get 

cards there - Your lordthip will excuſe me a moment, 
I. Richly. Charming woman! and thou art mine, 
as ſurely as I with thee. - Let me ſee—the goes into 
the country in a fortuight—Now, if I compaſs my 
affair in a day or two, IU jhall be weary of her by that 
time, and her journey will be the moſt agreeable thing 
that can happen. 


SCENE VIIL Ars. Moptazn's Houſe. 


Arr. MODERN, Mr. BELLAMANT. 


Ire. Modern ls it not barbarous, nay, mean, to 
vpbraid me with what nothing but the lait neceſſity 
could have made me atk of you. 

Mr. Bella. Lou wrong me; | lament my own ne- 
ceſſities, not upbraid yours. My misfortune is too 
publick for you not to be acquainted with it; and 
what reſtrains me from ſupporting the pleaſures of 
the beſt wiſe in the world, may; I think, juſtly ex- 
euſe me from ſupporting thoſe of a miſtreſs. 

Mrs. Maderu. Do you inſult me with your wife's 
virtue? You! who have robb'd me of mine ?—yet 
Heaven will, I hope, forgive me this firſt flip; and 
ii henceforth L ever liſten to the Siren perſuaſions of 
ar Tale angratefl fex, ma 


Mr. 
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Mr. Nella. But hear me, Madam. 

M. M:dern. Would | had never heurd, nor ſeen, 
nor known you, 

Mr. Bella. If I alone have robb'd you of your 
honour, it is you alone have robb'd me of mine. 

Mrs. Modern. Your honour ! ridiculous ! the vir 
tue of a man! 

Mr. Bella. Madam, I fur, my kenny ; ir to rob 
a woman who brought me beauty, fortune, love and 
virtue; if to hazard the making her miſerable be no 
breach of honour, robbers and murderers may be 
honourable men: yet, this | hive done, and this [ 
do (till for you. 

Mrs. Modern. We will not enter into a detail, 
Mr. Bellamant, of what we have done for one ano - 
ther: perhaps the balance may be on your ide: 1 
ſo, it muſt be ttill greater; for I have one reque! 
which 1 muſt not be denied. 

Mr. Bella. You know, it it be in my power to 

rant, it is not in my power to deny you. 

Mrs. Modern. Then for the ſake of my reputati- 
on, and to prevent any jealouſy in my huſband, 
bring me acquainted with Mrs. Bellamant. 

Ir. Bella. Ha! 

Mrs. Modern. By which means we ſhall have more 
frequent opportunites together. 

Mr. Bella. Of what ule your acquaintance can 
be, I know not. 

Mrs. Modern. Do you ſcruple it? This is too 
plain an evidence of your contempt of me; you wiil 
not introduce a woman of ſtain'd virtue to your wite: 
can you, who cauſed wy crime, be the fi: r{t to con- 
demn me for it. 

Mr. Bella. Since you impute my cantion to ſo 
wrong a cauſe, I am willing to prove your error. 

Mrs. M«odern. Let our acquaintance begin this 

night then: try if you can bring her hither now. 

My. Bella. I will try, nay, and [I will lucceed : 
for Oh! I have ſacrificed the b:it of wires to your 
love. | 

Mrs. Modern. I envy, not admire her for an u- 
fection which any woman might preterve to you. 

B b 2 . 
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Mr. Bella. I fly to — your commands. 

Mrs Modern. Stay 

Mr. Bella. Speak. 

Mrs. 'V.odern. I muſt aſk one laſt favour of your 
— and yet | know not how—tho' it be a trifle, and 

] will repay it only lend me — hundred 

| guineas. 

Mr. Bella Your requeſt, Madam, is always a 
command. I think time flies with * of lead till 
I return. 


SCENE IX. 
Nr. MODERN, . 


Ares, NMedern. And I ſhall think you fly on golden 
wings, my dear gallant. "Thou ats, to think that the 
heart of a woinan is to be won by gold as well as her 
Peron; but thou wilt find, though a woman often 

cils her perſon, the always gives her heart. 


S CENE X. Mrs. BzLtamanT's Houſe. 


Lord RICHLY, Mrs. BELLAMANT, 
_ at Piguet. 


L Pirkly. Six partics ſucceſſively : ſure Fortune 
will change ſoon, or | {hull believe ſhe is not blind. 
Mr. Bella No, wy lord, you either play with 

too great negligence, or with ſuch ill luck that I ſhall 
preſs my victory no farther at preſent. Beſides | can't 
help thinking five points place the, odds on my ſide. 

L. idichly. Can you change this note, Madam? 

Ar Hella. Let it alone, my lord. 

L. Nichly. Excuſe me, Madam, if I am ſuper- 
fitioufly obſervant to pay my lofings, before I riſe 
from the table.—Beſides, Madam, it will give me an 
intaite pleaſure to have the fineſt woman in tle 
world in my deht. Do but keep it till I have the 
honour of ſeeing you again. Nay, Madam, I mult 
in ſiſt on it, tho? I am forced to leave it in your hands 
taus —— 


SCENE 
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SCENE-XL. 
Ars. BELLAMANT, la. 


M.. Bella What can this mean | —— ——T a 
confident too that he loit the lu party deſigne diy. 
I obſerved him fix his eyes ſtedfaſtly on mine, and 
ſigh, and ſeem carel2!s of his game. It muſt be 
fo —— he certainly hath a deſigu on me. I will re- 
turn him this note immediately, and am reſolved ne- 
ver to ſee him more. 


SCENE XI. 
Mr. BELLAMANT, Ai. BELLAMANT. 


Drs. Bella. My dear | | where have you been al 
day? U have not had one moment of your company 
tince dinner. 

Vr. Bella. I have been upon bullets of very great 
conſequence, my dear. 

Mrs. Bella. Is it fit for me to hear ? 

Mr. Bella. No, my dear, it wouid only make yor 
uneaſy 

Mrs. Bella. Nay, then I muſt hear it, that I may 
ſhare your concern. 

Mr. Bella. Indeed, it would rather aggravate it: 
it is not in your power to aſſiit me; for fince you will 
know it, an affair hath happen'd, which makes it 
neceſſary for me to pay an hundred guineas chis very 
evening. 

Mrs. Bella. Is that all? 

Mr. Bella. That, indeed, was once a triff 
but now it makes me unealy, 

Mrs. Bella. So it doth not me, becauſe it is in my 
power to ſupply you.— Here is a note for that ſum ; 
but L muſt be poſitively repaid within a day or two: 
it is only a friend's money truited in my hands. 

Mr. Bella. My dear, fure when Heaven gave me 
thee, it gave me a cure for every malady of the mind, 

and it hath made thee ſtill the inſtrument of all ite 
good to me. 

Mrs. Bella. Be aTured, I defire no greater bleſſing 
than the continual reflection of having pleaſed you. 

B b g Br, 
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Mr. Bella. Are you engaged, my love, this even- 
ing ? 
"Mrs. Bella Whatever engagement I have, it is in 
your power to break. 
IAlr. Bella. It you have none, I will introduce 
you to a new acquaintance : one whom I believe you 
never viſited, but muſt know by _ -— Mrs. 
Modern. | 
l. Bella. It is equal to me in what company 
I am, when with you. My eyes are fo delighted 
_ with that principal figure, that I have no leiſure to 
contemplate the reſt of the piece. I'll wait on you 
immediately. 


SCENE XII. 
Mr. BELLAMANT, /las. 


Mr. Fella. What a vwretch am I! Have I either 
honour or gratitude, and can I injure ſuch a woman? 
How do I injure her! while ſhe perceives no abate- 
ment in my patlicn, ſhe is not injured by its inward 
decay : ner can | give her a ſecret pain, while the 
hatch no tuſpicion of my ſecret pleaſures. Have I not 
found too an equal return of paſſion in my miſtreſs ? 
Does the not ſacrifice more for me than a wife can? 
The gallant is, indeed indebted for the favours he 
receives: but the huſband pays dearly for what he 
enjoys. I hope, however, this will be the laſt hun- 
dred pounds I thall be aſked to lend. My wife's ha- 
ving this dear note, was as Jucky as it was unexpec- 
ted Ha | the ſame I gave this morning to 
Mrs. Modern. Amazement ! ! what can this mean ? 


SCENE XIV, 


Jr. BELLAMANT, Ir. BELLAMANT. 

7: r. Bella. My dear, be not angry at my curioſi- 
ty, but pray tell me how came you by this? 

Mrs. Bella. Pardon me, my dear, I have a parti- 
cular reaton for not telling you. | 

Mr. Bell. And I have a particular reaſon for aſk- 
ing it, 
Drs, 
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Ars Bella. I beg you not to preſs me: perhaps 
you will oblige me to facrifice a friend's reputation. 

Mr. Bella. The ſecret ſhall reſt in my boſom, I 
aſſure you. 

Mrs. Bella. Bat, ſappoſe, I thould have promiſed 
not to ſaffer it from my own 
Mr. Bella. A huſband's command breaks any pro- 
mile. 

Mrs. Bella. I am ſurprized to fee you ſo ſolicitous 
about a trifle, 

Mr. Bella. | am rather ſurprized to find you fo 
tenacions of one; beſides, be aſſured, you cannot 
have half the reaſon to ſuppreſs the dilcovery, as I 
to inſiſt upon it. 

Mrs. Bella. What is your reaſon ? 

Mr. Bella. The very difficulty you make in telling 
It. | 

Mrs. Bel * * our curioſity ſhall be ſatisfied then 7 
but I beg you would defer it now. I may get abſol- 
ved from my promiſe of ſecrecy. 1 beg you would 
not urge me to break my truſt. 

Mr. Bella. | Afide.] She certainly hath not diſco- 
vered my falſhood, that were impeſſible: beſides, I 
may ſatisfy myſelf immediately by Mrs. Modera. 

Mrs. Bella. What makes you uneaſy? I affure you, 
there is nothing in this worth your knowing. 

Mr. Bella. | believe it, at leaſt I ſhall give up my 
curioſity to your deſire. 

Mrs. Bella. | am ready to wait on yon. 

Mr. Bella I muſt make a ſhort viſit firſt on what 
I told you, and will call on you immediately. | 


SCENE XV. 


Mrs. BELLAMANT, ls. 


Mrs. Bella. What can have given him this eu- 
rioſity l know not; but ſhould I have diſcovered the 
truth, who can tell into what ſuſpicions 1t might 
have betray'd him? His jealous honour might have 
reſolved on ſome fatal return to Lord Richly, bad he 
taken i it in the ſame way as | do * whereas by keep- 
ing the ſecret, | preſerve him every way from _ 

or 
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for I myſelf will ſecure his honour without expoſing 
his perſon. I will myſelf give Lord Richly his dif- 
charge. How nearly have I been nnawares to the 
brink of ruin ! For, ſurely, the lighteſt — of 
i huſband, is ruin, indeed ! 


When innocence can ſcarce our lives defend ; 
What dangers mui the guilty wife attend? 


pI 


— — 


COT W.- ee 


SCENE, I. Monztan's Heuſe. 
l.. MODERN, Mrs. MODERN. 
Mr. Mop. 


1 ſhort, Madam, you ſhall not drive a ſeparat⸗ 
trade at my expence. Your perion is mine: 1 
bought it lawfully in the church; and unleſs I am to 
profit by the 2 I thall keep it all tor my own 
ule. | 

Mrs. Modern. This * is not to be borne. 

Mr. Madern. Have I not winked at all your in- 
trigues? Have I not pretended buſineſs, to leave you 
and your gallants together; Have l not been the moſt 
obſequious, obſervant- 
Mrs. Modern. Out with it; you know what you 

are. 

Mr. Modern. Do you upbraid me with your vices, 
Madam? 

Mrs. Modern. My vices!— Call it obedience to 
a huſband's will. Can you deny that you have your 
ſelf perſuaded me to the undertaking ? Can you for- 
get che arguments you uſed to convince me that vir- 
tue was the lighteſt of bubbles? 

Mr. Modern. I own it all; and had I felt the 
ſweets of your pleaſures, as at fir, I had never once 
upbraided you with them; but as I mult more than 
ſhare the diſhonour, it is ſurely reaſonable 1 ſhould 
ſhare the profit. 


Mrs. Modern. And have you not? 


— — 


Mr. 
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Mr. Modern, What if I have 
Mrs. Modern. Why do you complain then? 
Mr. Modern. Becauſe I find thoſe effects no more. 

Your cards run away with the lucre of your other 

| pleatures—and you loſe to the knaves of your own 
lex what you get from the fools of ours. 
Mrs. Modern. *Tis falſe; you know I ſeldom loſe 
Nor indeed can I conſiderably ; for I have not 
lately had it in my power to ſtake high: Lord Richly, 
who was the fountain of our wealth, bath long been 
dry to me. 

Mr. Modern. IJ hope, Madam, this new gallant 
will turn to a better account. 

_ Mrs, Modern. Our amour is yet too young to ex- 
pect any fruit from thence. 

Mr. Modern. As young as it is, I have 3 
to believe it is grown to perfection. Whatever fruits 
I may expect from him, it is not impoſſible, from 
what hath already happened, but I may expect ſome 

from you, and that is not golden fruit. I am ſure if 
women ſprung from the earth, as ſome philoſophers 
think, it was from the clay of Egypt, not the ſands 
of Peru. Serpeats and crocodiles are che only fruit 


* 


they produce. 
Mrs. Modern. Very true; and a wife contains the 
whole ten plagues of her country. [ Laughing. 


Mr. Modern. Why had 1 not been a Turk, that 

I might have enſlaved my wife; or a Chineſe, that [ 
might have ſold her! 
irs. Modern, That would have been only the cuſ- 
tom of the country: you have done more, you have 
ſold her ia England; in a country, where women 
are as backward to be ſold to a lover as to refuſe him; 
and where cuckold is almoſt the only title of honour 
that can't be bought, 
Mr. Madern. This ludicrous behavicnr, Madam, 
a5 ill becomes the preſent ſubject, as the entertaining 
new gallants doth the tenderneſs you this morning ex- 
preſſe 4 for your reputation. In ſhort, it is impoſſible 
that your amours {hould be ſecret long; and however 
carelets you have been of me whilſt I have * my 
orns 


— — — ͤ—— — — yeudmge amy na mn — — — ————U—ä— ̃ — — 
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| horns in my pocket, I hope you'll take care to gild 


them when I am to wear them in publick. 
Mrs. Modern. What would you have me do? 
Mr. Modern. Suffer me to diſcover you together ; 


by which means we may make our fortunes eaſy all 


at once. One good diicorery in Weſtmiuſter-hall will 
be of greater tervice than his utmolt generofity—The 


Jaw will give you more in one moment, 2 his love 
for many years. 


Mrs. M:deru. Don't think of it. 

Mr. Modern. Les, aud reſolve it; unleſs you a- 
gree to this, Madam, you mult agree unmediately to 
break up our houte, and retire into the country. 

Mrs. Madera. Racks and tortures are in that 
name. | 
Mr. Modern. But many more are in that of a pri- 


ſon: fo you mutt refolve either to quit the town, or 


ſubmit to my reaſons. 
. 3/ogern. M hen reputation is gone, all. places 


are alike : when | am detpiicd in it, 1 ſhall hate the 
town as much as now [| like it. 


Mr. Madern. There are other places, and other : 


towns; the whole world is the houſe of the rich, and 


they may live in what apartment of it they pleaſe. 
Mrs. Modern. I cannot reſolve. 
Mr. Modern. But I can: if you will keep your 
tation, you ſhall carry it into the country, where 
it will be of ſervice -In town it is of none—or if it 


be, tis, like clogs, only to thoſe that walk on foot; 


and the one will no more recommend you in an af- 
ſembly than the other. 
Ars. Modern. You never had any love for me. 
Mr. Modern. Do you tax me with want ef love 
for you? Have I not, for your ſake, ſtood the pub- 
lic mark of infamy? Would you have had me poor- 
ly kept you, and ſtarv'd you? — No—l could not 


bear to fee you want; therefore have acted the part 


I've done: and yet, while I have wink'd at the giv- 


ing up your virtue, have I not been the moſt induſ- 


trious to extol it every Where? 

Mrs. Madern. So has Lord Richly, and 19 have 
ail his Creatures 3 2 common trick among you, to 
blazon 
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blazon ont the reputation of women whoſe virtue you 
have deſtroyed, and as induſtrioufly blacken them 
who have withſtood you: a deceit ſo ſtale, that your 
commendation wou'd ſully a woman of honour. 


Mr. Modern. I have no longer time to reaſon 
with you: ſo [ ſhall leave you to conſider on what I 


have faid. | [ Exit. 
Mrs. Modern. What ſhall I do ! Can I bear to be 
the publick ſcorn of all the malicious and ugly of m 
own ſex, or retire with a man whom [I hate and de- 
ſpiſe. Hold; there is a ſmall glimpſe of hope that I 


may avoid them both. I have reaſon to think Bella» 


mant's lore as violent as he avers it. Now could 1 
perſuade him to fly away with me Impoſſible he hath 
fill too much tenderneſs for his wife. 


SCENE IL 
Lord RICHLY, Mrs. MODERN. 
L. Richly. What ſucceſs, my angel! 
Mrs. Modern. Hope all, my lord, that lovers wiſh 
or huſbands fear : ſhe will be here. 
I. Richly. When? — 
Mrs. Modern. Now, to-night, inſtantly. 


L. Richly. Thou glory of intrigue! what words 


ſhall thank thee? wy 

Mrs. Modern. No words at all, my lord; a hun- 
dred pounds muſt witneſs the firſt interview. 

I. Richly. They ſhall; and if ſhe yields, a thou- 

Mrs. Modern. That you mult not expect yet. 

L. Richly. By Heaven, I do; I have more reaſon 
to expect it than you imagine: I have not been want- 
ing to my deſires ſince I left you. Fortune too ſeems 
to have watched for me. I got her to Piquet, threw 
away fix parties, and left her a bank-note of a hun- 
dred for the payment of fix pounds. 

Firs. Modern. And did the receive it? 


L. Richly. With the ſame reluctance that a lawyer 


or phyſician would a double fee, or a court prieſt a 
plurality. | 
Mrs. Madern. Then there is hope of ſucceſs, in- 
deed. f 
L. Ric lx. 
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L. Richly. Hope; there is certainty : the next at- 
tempt muſt carry her. 

Mr. Modern. You have a hundred friends in the 

riſon, my lord. | 

"L Richly. And if ſome of them do not open the 

tes for me, the devil's in it I have ſucceeded often 
by leaving money in a lady's hands: ſhe ſpends it, 
is unable to pay, and then I, by virtue of my mort- 
gage, immediately enter upon the premiſes. 

Mrs. Medern. You are very generous, my lord. 

L. Richly. My money ſhall always be the humble 
ſervant of my pleaſures; and it is the intereſt of men 
of fortune to keep up the price of beauty, that they 
may have it more among themſelves. 

Mrs. Modern. I am as much pleaſed as ſurprized 
at this your proſpect of ſucceis; and from this day 
forward I will think with you all virtue to be only 

e, caprice, and the fear of ſhame. 

L. Richly. Virtue, like the Ghoſt in Hamlet, is 
here, there, every where, and no where at all: its 
appearance is as imaginary as that of a ghoſt; and 
they are much the ſame ſort of people who are in 
love with one, and afraid of the other. It is a ghoſt 
which hath ſeldom haunted me, but I had the power 


of laying it. 
Mrs. Modern. Yes, my lord, I am a fatal inſtance 


of that power. 

L. Richly. And the deareſt, I affure you, which is 
ſome ſacrifice to your vanity; and ſhortly I will make 
an offering to your * the two Garling paſhons 
of your ſex. 

Mrs. Modern. But how is it poſſible for me to 
leave you together without the moſt abrupt rudeneſs ? 

L. Richly. Never regard that; as my ſucceſs is ſure, 
ſhe will hereafter thank you for a rudeneſs ſo ſeaſon- 
able 

Mrs. Modern. Mr. Bellamant too will be with her. 

L. Richly. He will be as agreeably entertained with 
you in the next room; and as he does not ſuſpect the 

leaſt defign in me, he will be fatisfied with my being 

in her company, 

Mrs, 
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Mr. Modern. Sure you will not attempt his wife 
while he is in the houſe, | 

L. Nichly. Piſh! he is in that dependence on my 
intereſt, that, rather than forfeit 2 avour, he would 
be himſelt her pander. I have made twenty ſuch men 
ſubſcribe themielves cuckolds, by the proipect of one 
place, which none ot them ever had. 

Mrs. M:dern. So that your fools are not caught 
like the filh in the water by a bait, but like the dog 
in the water by a thadow. 


L Richly Beſides, I may poſſibly find a * 
of ſending him away. 

Ars. Modern. Go then to the chocolate- houſe, 
and leave a ſervant to bring you word ct their arri- 
val It would be better yow ſhould come in to them 
than they find you here 

I. Richly. [ will be guided by you in all things ; j 
and be aſſured the conſummation of my wiſhes ſhall 
be the ſucceſs of your own. [ Exit l. ard Richly. 

Mrs. Modern. That they ſhall, indeed, tho' in. a 
way you little imagine. This forwardneſs of Mrs. 
Bellamant's meets my ſwifteſt wiſhes. Could i once 
give Bellamant reaion to fulpect his wife, I — 


not of the happieſt effect of his paſſion for me.—— 
Ha! he 5 here, and alone. 


SCENE III. 5 \ 


M.. BELLAMANT, Mrs. MODERN. 

Mrs. Modern. Where's Mrs. Bellamant 

Mr. Bella. She will be here immediately. But J 
choſe a few moments privacy with you; firſt to deli- 
ver you this, and next to ak you one queſtion, which 
do not be ſtartled at. Pray, how did you employ that 
note you received this morning ? 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, if you expect an account of 
me, perhaps you will ſtill do ſo: ſo let me return you 

is. 

Mr. Bella. Do not ſo injuriouſly miſtake me. 
Nothing but tlie moſt extraordinary reaſon could force 
me to atk you ; know then, that tLe very note yon 

n ee 5 had 


302 The MODERN HUSBAND. 
had of me this morning, I received within this hour 
from my wife. 35 

eg. Modern. Ha. ha, ha? 

Mr. Bella. Why do you laugh, Madam? 

Are. Modern. Out of triumph, to lee what empty 
Politicians men are found, when taey oppoſe their 
weak heads to ours! On my conictence a parliament 


of women would be of very great ſervice to the nation. 


Nr. Bella. Were all ladies capable as Mrs. Mo- 
dern, I ſhould be very ready to vote on their fide. 
Mrs. Modern. Nay, nay, Sir, you muſt not leave 
out your wife, eſpecially you that have the beſt wite 
ia the world, ha, ha, ha! 

Mr. Bella. Forgive me, Madam, if I have been 
too partial to a woman whote whole buſineſs hath 
been to pleaſe me. 

Mrs. Modern. Oh! you have no reaſon to be a- 
ſhamed of your good opinion; you are not ſingular 
in it, I aſſure you; Mrs. Bellamant will have more 
votes than one. 

Mr. Bella. I am indifferent how many ſhe has, 
fince I am ſure the will make intereſt but for one. 

Mrs. Modern. “ It is the curſe of fools to be ſe- 

cure, 

« And that be thine and Altamont's.” 


-” Ha, ha, ha 


Mr. Bella. 1 cannot gueſs your meaning. 

Mrs. Modern. Then to introduce my explana- 
tion, the note you lent me 1 loſt at Piquet to Lord 
Richly. 

Mr. Bella. To Lord Richly 

Mrs. Modern. Who — wight diſpoſe of it 
to ſome who might lend it to others, who might give 
it to thoſe who might loſe it to your wife. 

Mr. Bella. 1 know not what to fuppoſe. 

Mrs. Modern. Nor I; for ſure one cannot ſup- 
poſe, eſpecially ſince you have the belt wife in the 
world; one cannot ſuppoſe that it could be a preſent 
from Lord Richly to herſelf; that the received it; 


that in return ſhe hath ſent kin an aſſignation is 


meet her here, 
| Nr. 
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Mr. Bella. Suppoſe, Hell and damnation ! No. 

Mrs. Mcderi. But certainly one could not affirm 
that this is truth. 

Mr. Bella. Aſfirm! 

Mig. Modern. And yet all this is true; ; as true as 
ſhe is falſe. Nay, you ſhall have an inſtance; an im- 
mediate, undeniable inſtance. You ſhall fee it with 
your own eyes, and hear it with your own ears. 

Mr. Bella. Am I alive ? 

Mrs. Modern. If all the huſbands of theſe beſt wives 
in the world are dead, we are a ſtrange nation of 
ghoſts, If you will be prudent, and be like the reſt 
of your brethren, keep the affair ſecret; I afſure you 
I'll never diſcover it. 

Mr. Dell Secret! Yes, as inward fire, till ſure 
deſtruction thall attend its blaze. But why do [ rage ? 
It is impoſſible; ſhe mutt be innocent. 

Mrs. RM: d+rn, Then Lord Richly is ſtill a greater 
villain, to belie tha t in nocence to me. But give your- 
ſelf no pain or an: ety, ſince you are fo ſhortly to be 
certain. Go fetch ber hither; Lord Richly will be 


| here almoſt as foon us you: then feign ſome excuſe to 


leave the room; 1 will ſoon follow you, and convey 
you where you mall have an opportunity of being a 
witneſs either to her innocence or guilt. 

Mr. Bella. This goodneſs, my lx ceteſt creature, 
full bind me yours for ever. ; 

Mrs. Mrdern. To convince you that is all ] deſire, 
I am willing to leave the town and reputation at 
once, and retire with you wherever you pleaſe. 

Mr. Bella. That muſt be the ſubje& of our future 
thoughts, I can think of nothing now but ſatisfacti- 
on in this affair, [ Exzt. 

Mrs. Modern. Do you demur to my offer, Sir? 
Oh, the villain! I find I am to be only a momentary 
object of his looſer pleaſures, and his wife yet fits 
neareſt his heart. But TI ſhall change the angel form 


| the wears into a devil's -— Nor ſhall my revenge ſtop 


there—But at preſent I muſt reſolve my temper into 
a cam Lately. 


Cc 2 SCENE 
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SCENE Iv. 


Mrs. MODERN, LATELY. 


Mrs. Modern. Co ne hither, Lately ; get me ſome 
citron-water. I am horribly out of order. 
Lately. Yes, Madam. 
Mrs. M:dern. To be lighted in this manner! in- 
ſupportable! -- What is the fool doing? 
Lately There is no citrou-water left Your lady- 
ſhip drank the latt half-pinc this morning. 
Me. Hadern Then bring the cinnamon-water, 
or the ſurſeit- water, or the anniieed water, or the 
plague-water, or any water. 
Lately. Here, Madam. _ 
[ Briazs the bottle and glaſs, and Fin. 
Mrs. Modern [ Drinks Locks in the glaſs ]— 
Lord, how I look !—— Oh! frightful——1 am quite 
thocking. 
Lat. ly. ln my opinion your ladyſhip never lected 
better. 
IM.. Maders. Go, you flatterer, I look like my 
Lady Grim. 
Lately. Where are your ladyſnip s little eyes, 


your ſhort nole, your wan complexion, and your low 


torehead. 

Ars. Madern. Which nature, in order to hide, 
hath carefully placed between her ſhoulders ; ſo that 
if you view her behind, fhe ſeems to walk without 
her head, and leſſen the miracle of St. Dennis. 

Lately. Then her left hip is tucked up under her 
arm, like the hilt of a beau's ſword; and her dildain- 
ful right is never ſeen, like its blade. | 

Mrs. Modern. Then the has two legs, one of 
which ſeems to be the dwarf of the other, and are 

alike in nothing but their crookedneſs. 

- Lately. And yet the thinks herſelf a beauty. 

Art. Maedern. She is, indeed, the perfection of 
uglinels. 

Lately. And a wit, I warrant you. 

Mrs. Modern. No doubt the muſt be very quick- 


ſighted, for her eyes are almoſt crept into her brain. 


Lately 


that. 
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Lately. 
Mrs. Modern. | He, be, fe? 


Mrs. Modern. And yet the deteſtable creature hath 


not had ſenſe enough, with all her deformity, to 


preſerve her reputation. 
Lately. I never heard, 1 own, any thing againſt 


Mrs. M:dern You hear, you fool, you dunce, 
what ſhould you hear ? Have not all the town heard 
of a certain colonel? 

Lately. Oh, lud ! what a memory 1 have! Oh, 
yes, Madam, ſhe has been quite notorious. It is far- 


priſing a little ditcretion thould not preſerve her from 
ſuch publick — 


Mrs. Madern. If ſhe had my diſcretion, or yours, 


Lately. 


Lately. Your Wa will make me : proud, indeed, 


Madam. 
Mrs. Modern. I never could ſee any want of ſenſe 
in you, Lately. I could not beur to have an inſen- 


_ ible creature about me. I know ſeveral women of 


faſhion I could not ſupport for a tiring woman, What 
think you of Mrs, Charmer. 


Lately. Think of her! that were I a man, ſhe 


ſhould be the laſt woman I attacked. I think her an 


ugly, ungenteel, ſquinting, — impudent, odi- 
ous, dirty puſs. 


Mrs. Modern. Upon my word, Lately, yon have 
a vait deal of wit too. 

Lately. I am beholden for all my wit, as well ag 
my clothes, to your ladythip. I with your ladythip 


- wore out as much clothes as you do wit, I thould 


{oon grow rich. 
Mrs. Modern. You ſhall not complain of either, 
Oh! [Anccking.] They are come, and I will receive 


them in another room. Exe; 


Lately. I know not whether my talent of praiſe cr 
of flander is of more ſervice to me; whether I get 


more by flattering my lady, or abuling all her ac 


quaintance. 


ce 3 SCENE 


7 
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SCENE V. 
JOAN, LATELY. 
7%. So, Mrs. Lately, you forget your old ac- 
quaintance ; but times are coming when [ may be as 
good as another, and you may — your incon- 
ſtan cy. 
I. ately. Odious fellow ! 
eln. 1 would have you to know I look on myſelf 


to be as good as your new ſweetheart, tho' he has 


more lace on his livery, and may be a year or two 
younger, and as good a man I am too; and ſo you 
may tell him. Why does not he ſtay at home? What 
does he come into our family for. 

Lately, Who gave you authority to _—— 
firrah ? | 

abn. Marry, that did you, when you gave me a 
promile to marry me: well, I ſhall fay no more; but 
times are coining, when you may with you had not 
joriaken me. I have a ſecret. 

Lately. A ſecret ! Oh, let me hear it. | 
An. No, no, miſtreſs, I thall keep my ſecrets as 
well as you can yours. | 

Lately. Nay, now you are unkind; you know, 


 tho' | ſufter Yom Britk to viſit me, you have my 


heart ll. 

John. Ah! you do but ſay ſo! You know too well 
how rauch I love you. Then ['ll tell you, my dear; 
I am going to the devil for you. 

Lately. Ihe devil you are! Going to the devil 
for me! What does the fool mean? 

7Fohn. Ay, I am to get a hundred pounds, that 
you may marry me. 

Lately. A hundres aunds! And how are you 
to get a hundred pounds, my dear John? 

Fohn. Only by a little ſwearing. 

Lately, What are you to ſwear? 

John. Nay, if I tell you, it would be double per- 
jury; for L have ſworn already I would not truit it 


with any body. 


Lately. Oh, but ycu may truſt me. | 
alu. And if vou ſhould trust lomebody elſe. 
Lately, 
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Lately. The devil fetch me if I do. 


John. Then my maſter is to give me an hundred 
pounds to ſwear that he is a cuckold. 
_ Lately. What's this? 

Jehn. Why, my maſter has offered me an hundred 


pounds, if I diſcover my lady and Mr. Bellamant in 


a proper manner; and let me but ſee them together, 
I'll ſwear to the manner, [ warrant you. 
Lately. But can you do this with a fate conſcience ? 
Jehn. Conſcience, pſhaw; which would you chuſe, 


a huſband with a hundred pound, or a ſafe conſcience? 
Come, give me a dram out of your miltreis's cloſer ; 


and there [']l tell you more. 
Lately. Come along with me. 


SCENE VT. 


&C E NE changes to anther apartment. 


Lerd RICHLY, Mr. BELLAMANT, Drs. BEL- 


LAMANT, 7rs. MODERN. 
L. Richly. Well, dam, you have drawn a melt 


_ delightful ſketch of life. 


Mrs. Modern, Then it is ſtill life; for I dare ſwear 
there never were ſuch people breathing. 

Mrs. Bella. Don't you believe then, madam, it is 
poſſible for a married couple to be happy in one ano- 


ther, without deſiring any other company. 


Mrs. Modern. Indeed, 1 do not know what it may 
have been in the plains of Arcadia; but * in thole 
of Great Britain, I believe not. 

L. Richly. I mult ſubſcribe to that too. 

Mrs. Bella. Mr. Bellamant, what ſay you ? 

Mr. Bella. Oh! my dear, I am entirely of your 
mind. 

L. Richly. This is a miracle almoſt equal to the o- 
ther, to ſee a huſband and wife of the ſame opinion. 
I muſt be a convert too; for it would be the greateſt 
miracle of all to find Mrs. Bellamant in the wrong. 

Mrs Bella It would be a much greater to find 
want of complaiſance in Lord Richly. 


Ar. 
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Mr. Bella. LAſide.] Confuſion ! 

Mrs. Modern. Nay, madam, this is hardly ſo; 
for I have heard his lordſhip ſay the tame in your 
abſence. 


L. Richly. Dear Bellamant, I believe I have had 


an opportunity to ſerve you this afternoon. I have 
ſpoke to lord Powerful; he ſays, he is very willing to 
do for you. vir Peter, they tell me, is given over, 


and I fancy you may find my lord at home now. 

Ar. Bella. | ſhall take another opportunity, my 
lord, a particular affair now preventing me. 

L. Richly. "The lofs of an hour hath been often the 
loſs of a place; and unleis you have ſomething ot 
greater conſequence, I muſt adviie you as a friend. 

Mr. Bella. I inall find a method of thanking you. 

Aſide. 

Mrs. Modern. Make this a handle to flip 1 U 
come into the next room to you. 

[ Afede to Mr. Bellamant. 

F.r. Bella. My lord, I am very much obliged to 
your friendſhip. My Aar. FU call on you in my re- 
turn: Mrs. Modern, I am your humble ſervant. 


SCENE VII. 


Lord RICHLY, * rs. BELLAMANT, rs. MO- 
DERN. 


L. Richly. I with you fucceſs, you may command 
any thing in my power to forward it. 

Mrs Bella. Mr. Beilamant is more indebted to 
your lordſhip, than he will be ever able to pay. 

E Richly. Mr. Bellamant, madam, has a friend, 
who is able to pay more obligations than I can lay 
on him 

firs. Modern. I am forc'd to be guilty of a great 


piece of rudeneſs, by leaving you one moment. 


I. Richly. And I ſhall not be guilty of loſing it. 


LA ide. 
Mrs. Bella. What can this mean? LAlide. 


SCENE 
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SCENE vil. 
Lord RICHLY, Mer. BELLAMANT. 


L. Richly. And can you, madam, think of retiring 
ſrom the general admiration of mankind ? 

Mrs. Bella. With pleaſure, my lord. to the parti- 
cular admiration of him who is to me all mankiad. 

L. Richly. Is it poſſible any man can be ſo happy? 

Mrs. Bella. 1 hope, my lord, you think Mr. Bel- 
lamant fo. 

L. Richly. If he be, I pity him much leſs for his 
loſſes, than I envy him the love of her in whoſe power 
it may be to redreſs them. 

Mrs. Bella. You ſurpriſe me, my lord: in my 
power ! 

L. Richly. Yes, madam ; tor whatever is in the 
power of man, is in yours: am ſure, what little 
atliſtance mine can give, is re: ulily at your devotion, 
My intereſt and fortune are all in theſe dear hands 
in thort, madam, I have languith'd a long time for an 


opportunity to tell you, that I have the molt violent 


paſſion for you. 

Mrs. Bella. My lord, I have been naviting to 
underſtand you; but now your expreſſions leave me 
no other doubt, but whether 1 2 or deſpiſe you 
moſt. 

L. Richly. Are theſe the un grateful returns you give 

my love? 

Mrs. Bella. Is this the friendſhip you have pro- 
feſs'd to r. Bellamant ? 


L. Richly. Vil make his fortune. Let this be an 


inſtance of my future favours 

[ Puts a bank nate into her hand ; ſhe thraxws it away, 

Mrs. Bella. und this of my reception of them. 3e 
aſſured, my lord, if you ever renew this unmannerly 
attack on my honour, I will be reveng'd; my hut- 
band ſhall know his obligations to you. 

L. Ri-bly. J have gone too far to retreat, madam 


if [ cannot be the object of your love, let me be ob- 


lig'd to your prudence. How many families are ſup- 
ported by this method which you ſtart at? Does not 
many 
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many a woman in this town drive her huſband's 
coach ? 
Mrs. Bella. My lord. this inſolence is intolerable, 
and from this hour I will never fee your face again. 
ns fa [ A noiſe without. 

I. Richly, Hey! what is the meaning of this? 


SCENE H. 


Mr. MODERN «vith ſerrants, Mr. BELLAMANT, 
Mr. MODERN, Lord RICHLY, AI,. BELLA- 


| 
| Mr. Modern. Come out, ſtrumpet, ſhow thy ſace 
and thy adulterer's before the world; thou thalt be 
a ſevere example of the vengeance of aa injur'd huſ- 
band. | | 
I. Richly. J have no farther buſineſs here at pre- 
fent; for I fear, more huſoands have diſcover'd inju- 
ries than one. - Ex. 
Mrs. Bella. Protect me, Heavens! what do | ſee! 
Mr. Bella. This was a maſter-piece of my evil 
genius. - | 
Mr.. Modern. Sir, this infult upon my reputation 
| ſhall not go unreveng'd; I have relations, brothers, 
who will defend their ſiſter's fame from the baſe at- 
tacks of a perfidious huſband, from any ſhame he 
would bring on her innocence. 
| Mr. Modern. Thou haſt a forehead that would 
! defend itſelf from any ſhame whatſoever ; that you 
| have grafted on my forehead, I thank you, and this 
worthy gentleman. 
Mrs. Medern. Sir, you ſhall ſmart for the falſe- 


— — 0 
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} hood of this accuſation. [ Exit. 
Mr. Modern, Madam, you ſhall ſmart for the truth 4 
| of it; this honeſt man, | Pointing to the ſervant.) is t 


evidence of the fact, of your diſhonour and mine. 


And for you, Sir, [Te Bellamant.] you may depend 1 
upon it, I ſhall take the ſtricteſt ſatisfaction which 1 
the law will give me : ſo I ſhall leave you at preſent, k 
to give ſatisfaction to your wite. [Exeunt. F 

a 
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SCENE X. 
Mr BELLAMANT, Ar. BELLAMANT. 
Mr. Bella. { {ter ſome pauſe. ] When the criminal 


turns his own accuſer, the merciful judge becomes 
his advocate: guilt is too plainly written in my face 
to admit of a denial, and | ſtand prepar'd to receive 
what ſentence you pleate. 

Ai. Bulla. As you are your own accuſer, be your 
own judge; yon can inflict no puniſhment on your- 
ſelt equal to what I feel. 

Mr. Bella. Death hath no terrors equal to that 
thought. Ha! I have involv'd thee too in my ruin, and 
thou muſt be the wretched partaker of my misfortunes. 

Mrs. Bella. While I was affur'd of your truth, 1 
could have thought that happineſs enough : yet, I 
have ſtill this to comfort me, the fame moment that 
has betray'd your guilt, has diſcover'd my innocence. 

Mr. Bella Oh! thou ungrateful fool, what ſtores 
of bliſs hat thou in one vicious moment deftroy'd ! 
[To himſelf.) Oh! my angel, how have l requited all 
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your love and goodneis? For what have I forſaken 
thy tender virtuous paſſion ? 5 g 


Mrs. Bella. For a new one. How could I be fo 
eaſily deceiv'd? How could I imagine there was ſuch 


truth in man, in that inconſtant tickle ſex, who are 


ſo prone to change; that to indulge their fondneſs 
for variety, they would grow weary of a paradiſe to 
wander in a deſert. 
Mr. Bella. How weak is that compariſon to ſhew 
the difference between thee, and every other woman ! 
Mrs. Bella. | once had that eſteem of you; but 


hereafter, I thall think all men the ſame; and when 


I have wean'd myſelf of my love for you, will hate 


them all alike. | | 


Mr. Bella. Thy ſentence is too juſt, I own, 1 
have deſerv'd it; I never merited ſo good a wife. 
Heaven ſaw it had given too much, and thus has ta- 
ken the bleſſing from me. 

Mrs. Bella. You will ſoon think otherwiſe, If 
abſence from me can bring you to thoſe thoughts, I 
am reſolv'd to favour them. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Bella. Thou ſhalt enjoy thy wiſh; we will 


part, part this night, this hour. Yet. let me atk one 


favour; the ring which was a witneſs of our meeting, 
let it be ſo of our ſeparation. Let me bear this as a 
memorial of our love. This ſhall remind me of all 


the tender moments we have had together, ard ſerve 


to aggravate my ſorrows : henceforth I'll ſtudy only 


to be miſerable; let Heaven make you happy, and 


curſe me as it pleaſes. 
Mrs. Bella. It cannot make me more wretched 


than you have made me 


Mr. Bella. Yet, do believe me when I ſwear. I ne- 


ver injur'd you with any other woman. Nay, believe 
me when [ {wear how much foever I muy have de- 


ſerv'd the ſhame I ſuffer, I did not now * it. 
Mrs. Bella. And muſt we part ? 
Mr. Bella. Since it obliges you, | 
Mrs. Bella. That I may have nothing to remem- 


ber you by, take back this, and this, and this, and all 
the thouſand embraces thou halt given me——till 1 
die in thy lov'd arms——and thus we part for ever. 


Mr. Bella. Ha! 
Mrs. Bella. Oh! 1 forgive thee all: forget it as a 
frighful dream——it was no more, and I awake to 
real joy. 
Mr. Bella. Oh! jet me preſs thee to my heart; for 
every moment that I hold thee thus, give bliſs beyond 


expreſſion, a bliſs no vice can give. Now life appears 


defirable again. Yet ſhall I not ſee thee miſerable ? 
Shall I not ſce my children ſuffer for their father 5 
crime? 


Mrs. Bella. Indulge no more uneaſy thoughts ; for- 


tune may have bleſſings yet in ſtore for us and them. 


Mr. Bella. Excellent goodneſs | My future days 
ſhall have no wiſh, no labour, but for thy happineis; 
and from this hour, wy never give thee cauſe of a 
complaint. 


And whatſoever rocks our fates may lay 
In life's hard paſſage to obſtruct our way; 

Patient, the toilſome journey I'll abide ; 

And bleſs my fortune with ſo dear a guide. 


ACT 
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ACT V. den I. 
SCENE, Mr. BEITAMARN T's Houſe. 


 EMILIA ſpeaking to a ſer: ant, afterwards Lady 
fl. ARLOT TE. 


EmiL 14. 


T is very ſtrange you will not give me the liberty 
] of denying myſelf; that you will force me to be 
at home, whether [ will or no. 

Serv. I had no ſuch orders from your ladyſhip. 

Emilia. Well, well, go wait npon her up. I am 


but in an ill humour to receive ſuch a vitit; I mutt 
try to make it as ſhort as I can. 


La. Charl. Emilia, good-morrow : am not 1 an 
early creature? I have been fo ſrightned with ſome 
news I have heard——1I am heartily concern'd for 


| you, my dear, I hope the fright has not done you 


any miſchief. 
Emilia. I am infinitely oblig' d to you, lady Char- 


lotte. 


- La. Charl. Oh! I could not ſtay one moment; you 
ſee | hurried into my chair to you half undreſt; never 
was creature in ſuch a pickle, ſo trightful ; Lud! 1 
was oblig'd to draw all the curtains round me. 

Emilia. I don't perceive you had ay reaſon for 
that, lady Charlotte. 

La. Char. Why, did you ever ſee any thing ſo hi- 
deous, fo odious as this gown? Well, Emilia, you 
certainly have the prettieſt fancy in the world. I like 


What you have on now, better than lady Pinup's, tho 


hers coſt ſo much more. Some people have the ſtrangeſt 


| way of laying out their money. You remember our 
engagement to-night. 


Emilia. You mult excuſe me; it will look very odd 


to ſee me abroad on this e, Frag 


La. Charl Not odd in the leaſt. No body minds 
theſe things. There's no rule upon ſuch occaſions. 
Sure, you don't intend. to ſtay at home, and receiv: 
formal viſits. 


Vor. II. D d Enilia, 


| 
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Emilia. No; but I intend to ſtay at home, and re- 
ceive no viſits. 

La. Charl. Why, child, you will be laugh'd at by 
all the town. There never was ſuch a thing done in 
the world; ſtaying at home is quite left off upon all 
occations; a woman ſcarce ſtays at home a week for 
the death of a huſband. Dear Emilia, don't be to 
aukward : I can make no excuſe for you; lady Polite 
will never forgive you. 

Emilia. That I ſhall be ſorry for: but I had rather 
not be forgiven by her, than by myſelf, 


SCENE II. 


Capiain BELLAMANT, Lady CHARLOTTE, 
EMILIA. 


Cap. Fella. Siſter, good-morrow ; lady Charlotte 
«broad fo early! | 
La. Charl. You may well be ſurpriz'd; I have not 
been out at this hour theſe fifty years. 

Cap. Beil. You will never be able to hold it out 
till night. | 3 

Emilia. [ {jide.) I am ſure if ſhe ſhould take it in 
her head to ſtay with me, I ſhall not: and unlefs ſome 
dear creature, like herſelf, ſnould come and take her 


away, I ſeem to be in danger. 


La. Chart. [Te Bellamant after a whiſper.] Don 


tell me of what I faid laſt night. Laſt night was laſt 


year; an age ago: and I have the worſt memory in 
the world — . 

Cap. Bella. You ſeem to want one, egad! 

La. Charl. Indeed, I do not. A memory would 
be of no uſe to me; for I was never of the ſame mind 
twice in my life: and tho” I ſhould remember what [ 
faid at one time, I ſhould as certainly remember not 
to do it another. | | 


Cap. Bella. You dear agreeable creature | ſure, ne- 


ver two penple were ſo like one another as you and [ 
are. We think alike, we act alike, and ſome people 


think, we are very much alike in the face. 


La. Charl. Do you hear him, Emilia? He has 
made one of the moſt ſhocking » * me; 
elie ve, 
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I believe, I ſhall never be able to bear a looking-glaſs 


again. 

— Bella. Faith, and if it was not for the help 
of a looking-glaſs, you would be the moit unhappy 
creature in the world. 

La Charl. Impertinent! 
Cap. Bella. For then you would be the only perſon. 
d-barr'd from ſeeing the fineſt face in the world. 
Emilia. Very fine, indeed. 
La. Charl. Civil enough. I think, I begin to en- 
dure the wretch again now. 
Cap. Bella. Keep but in that mind half an hour— 
La. Chart. Emilia, good-morrow ; you will excuic. 


the ſhortneis of my vilit. 


Emilia. No apologies on that account, lady C har- 
lotte. 


La. Charl. You are a good creature, and know the 
continual hurry of buſineſs I am in. Don't you 
follow me, you thing you. [To Cap. Bellamant. 

Cap. Bella. Indeed, lady Charlotte, but I ſhall, and 
I hope to ſome purpoſe. 1 


SCENE III. 
EMILIA alone. 


Emilia. So, I am once more left to my own 
thoughts. Heaven knows, they are like to afford me 


little entertainment. Oh! Gaywit, too much I ſym- 
pe with thy uneaſineſs. Didit thou know the 


I feel on thy account, thy generous heart 
works ſuffer more on mine, Ha! my werds have 
rais'd a ſpirit. 


SCENE V. 
EMIL Ia, Mr. GAT wir. 


Mr. Gama. 1 hope, madam, you will excuſe a 
viſit at ſo unſeaionable an hour. 


Emilis. Had you come a little earlier, you had met 
a miſtreſs here, 
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Mr. Caywit. I met the lady you mean, madam, at 
the door, and captain Bellamant with her. 

Emilia. You are the moſt cavalier lover I know; 
you are no more jealous of a rival with your miſtreſs, 
than the moſt polite huſband is of one with his wife. 

Mr. Gaywit. A man ſhould not be jealous of his 
friend, madam; and I believe, captain Bellamant will 
be ſuch to me in the higheſt manner. I wiſh I were fo 
bleſt in another heart, as he appears to be in lady 


Charlotte's. I with I were as certain of gaining the 


woman I do love, as of loſing her I do not. 


Emilia. | ſuppoſe, if your amour be of any date, 


you can ealily gueſs at the impreſſions you have made. 
Ar. Caywit. No, nor can the gueſs at the impreſ- 


fion ſhe has made on me; for unleſs my eyes have 


done it, I never acquainted her with my paſſion. 

Emilia. And that yonr eyes have done it, you may 
be aſſur d, if you have ſeen her often. The love that 
can be conceal'd, muſt be very cold indeed ; 'but, 
methinks, it is ſomething particular in you to defire 
to conceal it. | | 

Mr. Gaywit. 1 have been always fearful to diſcloſe 
a paſſion, which I know not whether it be in my 
power to purſue. I would not even have given her 
the uneaſineſs to pity me, much leſs have tried to 
raiſe her love. | | 

Emilia. If you are ſo tender of her, take care you 
never let her ſuſpect ſo much generoſity. That may 
give her a ſecret pang. _ 

Mr. Gaywit. Heaven forbid it ſhould, one equal 
to thoſe | feel; leſt, while I am endeavouring to make 
my addreſſes pratticable, ſhe ſhould unadviſedly re- 

ceive thoſe of another. 

Emilia. If ſhe can diſcover your love as plain as I 
can, I think you may be eaſy on that account. 

Mr. Gaywit. He myſt dote like me who can con- 
ceive the ecltaſy theſe words have given. 

Emilia. | Knociing.] Come in. 5 

Serv. Your honour's ſervant, Sir, is below. 

Mr. Gaywit. 1 come to him.— Madam, your moſt 
obedient ſervant; I go on bujinets which will by noon 
give 
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give me the ſatisfaction of thinking I have preſery'{ 


the beſt of fathers to the belt of women | ©xit. 


Emilia. | know he means mine; but why do L 


mention that, when every action of his life leaves ine 
no other doubt than whether it convinces me more of 


his love, or of his deſerving mine. 


SCENE v. Lord Ricity's Houſe. 
Lord BICHLY, SERVANT. 
L. Richly. Deſire Mr. Bellamant to walk in. Whar.. 


can the meaning of this vilit be? Perhaps, he comes 


to make me propoſals concerning his wife; but my 
love ſhall not get fo far the better of my reaſoa, as to 
lead me to an extravagant price; 1 Il not go above 


two thouſand, that's poſitive. 


SCENE VL. 
Lord RICHLY, Mr. BELLAMANT, 


L. Richly. My dear Bellamant. 
Mr. Bella. My lord, I have receiv'd an obligation 
from you, which I thus return. 
[ Gives him a bank-bill. 
L. Richly. Pſhaw! trifles of this nature can hardly 


| be call'd obligations; I would do twenty times «s 


much for dear Jack Bellamant. 

Mr. Bella. The obligation, indeed, was to my wife, 
nor hath ſhe made you a ſmall return; ſince it is to 
her intreaty you owe your preſent ſafety, your lite. 

L. Richly. I am not appriz'd of the danger; but 
would owe my ſafety to no one, ſooner than to Vürs 5. 


Bellamant. 


Mr. Bella. Come, come, my lord; this prevaric. 4- 


tion is low and mean: you know you have us'd nts 


baſely, villainouſly ; and under the cover of acquaint- 
ance and friendſhip, have attempted to corrupt my 
wife; for which, but that I would not ſuffer the len 
breath of ſcandal to ſully her reputation, [ woull ex- 


act ſuch Vengeance on thee 


L. Richly. Sir, I muſt acquaint you, that this is a 
language I have not been us'd to. 
D d 3 AL . 
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Mr. Bella. No, the language of flatterers and hire- - 
lng ſycophants has been what you have dealt in 
wretches, whoſe honour and love are as venal as their 
praiſe. Such your title might awe, or your fortune 
bribe to filence ; ſuch you ſhould have dealt with, and 
not have dared to injure a man of honour. | 

L. Richly. This is ſuch preſumption —— 

Mr. Bella No, my lord, yours was the preſump- 
tion, mine is only jultice, nay, and mild too; unequal 
to your crime, which requires a puniſlmeut from my 
hand, not from my tongue. 

I. Richly. Do you conſider who I 2m ? | 

Mr. Bella. Were you as high as heraldry conld life 
you, you ſhould not injure me unpnniſh'd. Where 
grandeur can give licence to oppreſſion, the people 
muſt be ſlaves, let them boaſt what liberty they pleaſe. 

L. Richly. Sir, you ſhall hear of this. 

Mr. Bella. I thall be ready to juſtify my words by 
any action you dare provoke me to: and be aſſur'd of 
this, if ever I diſcover any future attempts of yours 
to my diſhonour, your life ſhall be its ſacrifice. Hence-_ 
forward, my lord, let us behave as if we had never 
known one another. [ Exit. 

L. Richly. Here's your man of ſenſe now. He 
was half ruin'd in the houſe of lords a few days ago, 
and is in a fair way of going the other ſtep in Weſt- 
minſter-hall in a few days more; yet has the impu- 
dence to threaten a man of my fortune and quality, 
for attempting to debauch his wife; which many a 
fool who rides in his coach and fix, would have had 
ſenſe enough to have wink d at. 


SCENE vi. 
Lord RICHLY, Mr. GAYWIT. 


Ar. Ca uit. Your lorſhip is contemplative. 
I. Rictly. So, nephew, by this early viſit, I ſup- 
poſe you had ill luck laſt night; for where fortune 
frowns on you, ſhe always ſmiles on me, by bleſſing 

me with your company, 
Me. Gaywcit, I have long fince put it out of the 
power of fortune to do me either favour or in- 
| jury. 


yo 
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jury. My happineſs is now in the * of another 
miltreſs. 

L. Richly. And thou art too pretty a fellow not to 
have that miſtreſs in your power. 

Mr. Gaywit. The poſſeſſion of her, and in her of 
all my deſires, depends on your conſent. 

L. Richly. You know, Harry, you have my con- 


ſent to poſſeſs all the women in town, except thoſe 


ſew that l am particular with; provided you fall not 
foul of mine, you may board and plunder what veſ- 


ſels you pleaſe. 


Mr. Gaywit. This is a veſſel, my lord, neither to 
be taken by force, nor hired by gold. [ muſt Luy 
her for life, or not board her at all 

L. Richly. Then the principal thing to be conſi- 
der'd is her cargo. To marry a woman merely for 
her perſon, is buying an empty veſſel: and a woman 
is a veſſel, which a man will grow curſed weary of 
in a long voyage. 

Mr. 8 ·[ͤc“ My lord, I have had fore experience 


in women, and I believe, that I never could be weary 
of the woman I now love. 


L. Richly. Let me tell you, I have had ſome expe- 
rience too, and I have been weary of forty women 
that I have lov'd. 

Mr. Gaywit. And, perhaps, in all that variety, 
you may not have found one of equal carellence with 
her I mean. 

L. Richly. And pray, who is this paragon you 
mean ? 

Mr. Gaywit. Muſt I, my lord, when I have paint- 
ed the fineſt woman in the world, be oblig'd to write 
Miſs Bellamant's name to the picture. | 

L. Richly. Miſs Bellamant ! 

Mr. Gaywit. Yes, Miſs Bellamant. 

L. Richly. You know Mr. Bellamant's loſſes; you 


know what happen'd yeſterday, which may entirely 


finiſh his ruin; and the conſequence of his ruin muſt 


be the ruin of his daughter : which will certainly 


throw her virtue into your power; for poverty as 
ſurely brings a woman to capitulation, as ſcarcity of 


provitions does a garriſon. 


Mr. 
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Mr. Caywit. I cannot take this advice, my lord J 


I would not take advantage from the misfortunes of 


any; but ſurely, not of the woman [I love. 
I. Richly. Well, Sir, you hall aſk me no more; 


for if my conſent to your ruin will oblige you, you 


have it. ; 

Mr. Gaywit. My lord, I ſhall ever remember this 
goodneſs, and will be ready to ſign any inſtrument 
to ſecure a very large fortune to lady Charlotte when 
you pleaſe. | 


SCENE vin. 


Lord RICHLY, lat. 6 
Now, if he takes my conſent from my own word» 


= may deny it afterwards, ſo I gain the whole eſtate 


for my daughter, and bring an entife deſtruction 
upon Bellamant and his whole family. Charming 
thought ! that would be a revenge, indeed; nay, it 


may accompliſh all my wiſhes too; Mrs. Bellamant 


may be mine at laſt. 
SCENE IX. 
Lord RICHLY, Mr. MODERN. 
Mr. Modern. My lord, I was honour'd with your 
commands. 35 
L. Richly. I believe I ſhall procure the place for 
you, Sir. | 


Me. Modern. My obligations to your lordſhip are 


fo infinite, that I muſt always be your flave. 
L. Richly. I am concern'd for your misfortune, 


Mr. Modern. 


Mr. Modern. It is a common misfortune, my 
lord, to have a bad wife. I am ſomething happier 


than my brethren in the diſcovery. 


L. Richly. That, indeed, may make you amends 
more ways than one. I cannot diſſuade you from the 
molt rigorous proſecution; for, tho' dear Jack Bella- 
mant be my particular friend, yet in caſes of this na- 
ture, even ffiendſhip itſelf muſt be thrown up. In- 
juries of this kind are not to be forgiven, PT 
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Myr. Modern. Very true, my lord; he has robb'd 
me of the affections of a wife, whom TI iov'd as ten- 
derly as myſelf: forgive my tears, my lord have 
loſt all I held dear in this world. 

L. Richly. I pity you, indeed; but combbet your- 
ſelf with the hopes of revenge. 

Mr. Modern. Alas! my lord, what revenge can 
equal the diſnonour he has brought upon my family? 
I hink on that, my Lord; on the diſhonour I muſt 
endure. I cannot name the title they will give me. 

L. Richly. It is ſhocking, indeed! 

Mr. Madern. My eaſe or ever loſt, my quiet gone. 
my honour ſtain d; my honour, my lord, Oh! 'tis 

a tender wound, 

L. Richly. Laws cannot be too rigorous againſt 
offences of this nature : juries cannot give too great 
damages. To attempt the wife of a friend. To 
what wickedneſs will men arrive ?—-Mr. Modern, I 
own, I cannot blame you in puthing your revenge to. 
the utmoſt extremity. 

Mr. Modern. That I am reſolv'd on. I have juſt 
Teceiv'd an appointment from your lordſhip's acphew, 
Mr. Gaywit ; I ſuppoſe to give me ſome advice in 
the affair. 

IL. Richly. Ade. Ha! that muſt be to diſſuade 
him from the proſecution. Mr. Modern, if you 
pleaſe, I'll ſet you down; I have ſome particular buſi- 
neſs with him: beſides, it he knows any thing that 
can be of ſervice to you, my commands ſhall euforce 
the diſcovery. Bid the coachman pull up. | 

Mr. Modern. I am the moſt oblig'd of all Jour 
lordſhip! s ſlaves. | 


8 C ENE X. Another Apartment. 


Lady CHARLOTTE, Captain BELLAM ANT, azd 
SERVANT. 
La. Charl. My lord gone out! then, d'ye hear, I 
am at nome to nobody, 
Cap. Bella. That's kind, indeed, lady Charlotte, 
to let me have you all to my ſelf. F 
. 
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La. Charl. You ! you confident thing ! how came 
you here? Don't you remember, 1 bad you not to 
follow me? | 

Cap. Bella. Yes, but it's ſo long ago, that I'm 
ſurpriz'd you ſhould remember it. | 

La. Charl. Tndeed, Sir, I always remember to a- 
void what [ don't like. I ſuppoſe you don't know 
that I hate you of all things. 

Cap. Bella. Not |, upon my ſoul! The duce take 
me, if I did not think you had lik'd me, as well as [ 
lik'd you, ha, ha. 3 

La. Charl. IL like you, impoſſible! why, don't you 
now, that you are very ugly ? | 

Cap. Bella. Pſhaw! that's nothing; that will all 

20 off; a month's marriage takes off the homelineſs 
of a huſband's face, as much as it does the beauty of 
_ a wife's. | 

Ls. Charl. And ſo you would inſinuate that I might 
be your wife? O horrible! ſhocking thought 

Cap. Bella. Nay, madam, I am as much fright- 
en'd at the thoughts of marriage as you can be. 

La. Charl. Indeed, Sir, you need not be under a- 
ny apprehenſions of that kind, upon my account. 
Cap. Bella. Indeed, but I am, madam; for what 

an unconſolable creature wou'd you be, if I ſhou'd 
take it in my head to marry any other woman. 

La. Charl. Well, he has ſuch an exceſſive aſſur- 
ance, that I am not really ſure whether he is not a- 
| . Let me die, if l am not under ſome ſort of 

1ſuſpenſe about it—and yet I am not neither for to 
be ſure I don't like the thing- and yet methinks, I do 
too—and yet I do not know what I ſhould do with 
him neither —Hi! hi! hi! this is the fooliſneſt cir - 
cumſtance that ever I knew in my life. | 

Cap. Beila. Very well! ſure marriage begins to 
run in your head at laſt, madam. 

La. Charl. A propos! do you know that t'other 
day, lady Betty Shuttlecock and I laid down the 
prettieſt ſcheme for matrimony, that ever enter d in- 
to the taſte of people of condition. 

Cap. Bella. Oh! pray let's hear it. 2 

Ea. Gar. In the firſt place then, whenever ſhe 
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vr I marry, I am reſoly'd poſitively to be miſtreſs of 
myſelf; I muſt have my houſe to myſelf, my coach to 
myſelf, my ſervants to myſelf, my table, time, and 
company to myſelf; nay, and ſometimes, when [ have 
a mind to be out of humour, my bed to myſelf. | 

Cap. Bella. Right, Madam ; for a wife and a huſ- 
band always together, are, to be ſure, the flatteſt 
company 1n the world. 

La Charl. O deteſtable! Then I will be ſure to 
have my own humour in every thing; to go, come, 
dine, dance, play, ſup, at all hours, and in whatever 
company [ have a mind to: and ifever he pretends to 

put on a grave face, upon my enjoying any one of 
_ thoſe articles, I am to burſt out in his face a aging. 

Won't that be prodigious pleaſant ? Ha ! ha! ha! 
Cap. Bella. O charmingly charming! Ha! ha! 
what a contemptible creature is a woman, that never 
does any thing without conſulting her huſband ? 
La. Charl. Nay, there you're miſtaken again, Sir: 
for I would never do any thing without conſulting 
my huſband. 
Cap. Bella. How fo, dear madam ? | 

La. Charl. Becauſe ſometimes one my happen to 
be ſo low in ſpirits, as no? to know one's own mind; 
and then, you know, if a fooliſh huſband thould hap- 
pen to fay a word on either fide, why one determines 
on the contrary, without any farther trouble. 

Cap. Bella. Right, madam; and a thouſand to 
one, but the happy rogue, your buſband, might 
warm his indolent inclinations too from the ſame 

ſpirit of contradiction, ha, ha. 
| "is Charl. Well, 1 am ſo paſſionately fond of my 
own humour, that let me die, if a huſband were to 
inſiſt upon my never miſſing any one diverſion this 
town affords, I believe in my conſcience, I ſhould go 
twice a day to church to avoid them. 

Cab. Bella. O fy! you would not be fo unfaſhi- 
onable a creature ! 
La. Charl. Ay, but I would tho'. I do not care 

what I do, when ['m vezt. 
Cap. Bella. Well ! let me periſh, this is a moſt 
delectable 


$24 The MODERN HUSBAND. 


delectable ſcheme. Don't you think, madam, we 
ſhall be vaſtly happy. 

La. Charl. We! what we? Pray, who do you 
mean, Sir? 

Cap. Bella. Why, lady Betty Shuttlecock and I: 


why, you muſt know this is the very ſcheme ſhe laid 


down to me laſt night; which ſo vaſtly charm'd me, 


that we reſolv'd to be married upon it to-morrow 


—_— 
harl. What do you mean ? 

Cap. Bella. Only to take your adviee, Madam, by 
allowing my wife all the modiſh privileges that you 
ſeem ſo paſſionately fond of. 

La. Charl. Your wife? why, who's to be yous 
wife, pray? You don't think of me, I hope. 
Cap. Bella. One wou'd think, you thought I did : 


for you refuſe me as oddly, as if 1 had aſk'd you tue 


queſtion : not, but I ſuppoſe, you would have me 


think now, you have refus'd me in earneſt. 

Le. Charl. Ha! ha! ha! that's well enough; 
why, ſweet Sir, do you really think I am. not in 
earneſt? 

Cap. Bella. No, faith, I can't think you are fo 
filly, as to refuſe me in earneſt, when 1 only aſk'd 
you in jeſt. [ Beth.) Ha! ha! ha! 

La. Charl. Ridiculous ! | 

Cap. Bella. Delightful! Well, after all, I am a 
ſtrange creature to be ſo merry, when Lam juſt going 
to be married. 


La. Charl. * ever e-ettorime ws. 


think I would have you ? 


Cap. Bella. Why, faith! 1 don't know but I 


might, if I had ever made love to you—Well, lady 
Charlotte, your ſervant. I ſuppoſe you'll come and 
vifit my wife, as ſoon as ever ſhe fees company. 

La. Charl. What do you mean? 

Cap. Bella Seriouſiy what I ſay, Madam; I am 
juſt now going to my lawyer to ſign my marriage ar- 
_ ticles with Lady Betty Shuttlecock. 

La. Charl. And are you going in earneſt ? ? 
Cap. Bella. Poſitively, ſeriouſly. 
Le. Charl, Then I mult take the liberty to tell 


» 


1 you, 


* 


. 


3 if I obey the ſummons of my wife that is to be- 
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you, Sir, you are the greateſt villain that ever liv'd 


upon the face of the earth. [She burſts into tears. 

Cap. Bella. Ha! what do I fee? Is it poſſible! O 
my dear, dear Lady Charlotte, can I believe myſelf 
the cauſe of theſe tranſporting tears! O! till "this 
inſtant never did | taſte of happineſs. 


La. Charl. Ha, ha nor |, upon my faith, Sir ! 


Ha, ha! 


Cap. Bella. Hey day l what do you mean? . 
L. Charl. That you are one of the ſillieſt animals 


that ever open'd his lips to a woman. — ha ! 
OI ſhall die! Ha, ha! 


Enter a SERVANT. 
Serv. Sir, here's a letter for you. | 
Cap. Bella. So, it's come in good time. If this 
does not give her a turn, egad, I ſhall have all my 
plague to go over again ——Lady Charlotte, you 1 
give me leave. | 


La. Charl, O Sir! billet-douz are exempt from ce- 
remony. 


Cap. Bella. [ Aſier reading to himfelf.} Ha, hat 
Well, my dear lady Charlotte, I am vaſtly glad to ſee 


you ſo eafy. Upon my foul, I was afraid you was 
really in love with me: but ſince I need have no far- 


ther apprehenſions of it, I know you won't take it ill 


Lady Betty has ſent for me. You'll excuſe me if I 
am confin'd a week or two with my wife for the pre- 
ſent: when that's over, you and | will laugh and fing, 
and coquette as much as ever we did : and fo, dear 
Lady Charlotte, your humble ſervant.  F[Exitr. 
I. ber. What can the creature mean? I know 
not what to think of him! Sure it can't be true! But 
if it thould be true——1 can't believe it true - And 
y2t it oy be true too — -l am reſolv'd to be ſatiſ- 
fied Here, who's there? Will no body hear? 
Who's there, I ſay? | 


Enter SERVANT. 


Defire Captain Bellamant to ſtep back again, 


Serv. He's juſt gone out, Madem. | 
vor. II. E e Ja. 
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La. Charl. Then it's certainly true. Get me a 
chair this moment - this inſtant— Go, run, fly! I 
_ am in ſuch a hurry, I don't know what I do. O 
hideous ! I look horridly fiightful—But I'll follow 
him juſt as l am —— Fl go to Lady Betty's. If ! 
find him there, I ſhall certainly faint. I mult take 


2 little hartihorn with me. L Exit. 

- SCENE XI. 

| Ar. GAYWIT, Mrs. MODERN, meeting in hi- 
lodgings. 


Mr. G aywit. This is exactly the time I appointed 
her to meet me here. Ha! ſhe comes. You are punc- 
tual as a young lover to his firſt appointment. : 

Mrs. Mo4ern. Women commonly begin to be moſt 
punctual when men leave it of: our paſſions ſeldom 

reach their meridian before yours ſet. 
| Mr. Garwit. We can no more help the decreaſe 
| of our paſßons than you the increaſe of yours ; and 
tho” like the ſun I was obliged to quit your bemi- 
| FTphere, I have left. you a moon to ſhine in it. 
| Airs. Modern. What do you mean? 
Mr. Capauit. | ſuppoſe you are by this no firanger 
N to the fondneſs of the gentleman I introduced to you; 
= nor will you ſhortly be to his generoſity. He is one 
who. has more money than brains, and more — 
roſity than money. 
. Mrs. Medern. Oh, Gaywit 1 am undone.: you 
will too ſoon know how; n 
pleaſure, ſince it is too plain, by betraying me to 
your friend, I have no longer any ſhare in your love. 
Mr. Gaywit. Blame not my inconſtaney, but your 
Mrs. Madern. By all our joys, I never loved 
another. 

Mr. Gaywit. Nay, will you deny what conviclion 
haas long ſince conſtrain d you to own ? Win * de- 
ny your favours to Lord Richly? _. 
| M... Modern. He had indeed my perſon, but you - 
alone my heart. 5 

Mr. Gaywit, J always take a woman's perſon to 
be 


him, 
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be the ſtrongeſt aſſurance of her heart. I think ib: 


love of a miſtreſs who gives up her perſon, is no more 
to be doubted than the love of a friend who gives 


you his purſe. 

Mrs. Modern. By Heavens, I hate and deſpife hirn 
equal with my huſband : and as I was forced to mar- 
ry the latter by the commands of my parents, ſo 1 
was given up to the former by the intreaties at my 
huſband. 

Mr. Suit. By the intreaties of Jour knt- 
band! 

Mrs. Modern. Hell and his blacker ſoul doth 
know the truth of what I ſay —— That he betrayed 


me firſt, and has ever fince been the pander of uw: 


amour: to you my own incl:nations led me. Lord 
Richly has paid for his pleaſures; to you they have 
Rill been free. He was tay N choice; but 
you alone were mine. 

Mr. Gaywit. And have you not complied with. 
Bellamant too! 
Mrs. Modern. Oh! blame not my neceſſities : 
hei is, indeed. that generous creature you have ſpoke 


Me. Gaywit. . And have you not betrayed this ge- | 


 Kerons creature to a wreech ? 


Mrs. Modern. I ſee you know it all. ——- — 
Heavens, 1 have not: it was his own jealouſy, not 
my deſign: nay, he importuned me to have diſeo- 
vered Lord Richly in the fame manner. Oh! think 
not any hopes could have prevailed on me to blaſt 
my fame. No reward could make me amends for 
that loſs. Than ſhalt ſee by my retirement I have 4 
ſdal teo great to &1counter ſhame. 

Mr. Gaywit. I will try to make that retirement. 
eaſy to you; and call me not ungrateful for attemp:- 
ing to diſcomfit your hufband' 2 and preſerve 
my friend. 

Mys. Modern. I myſelf will preferve him : if mp 


— huſband purſue his intentions, my woman will ſwear 
that the ſervant own'd he was hir'd to be 2 falſe evi- 


dence againſt us. 
Ee 2 | Ly 
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Mr. Gaywit. Then, fince the Rory is already 


publick, forgive this laſt bluſh I am obliged to pur 
you to. 


Mrs. Modern. What do you mean ? 
Mr. Caywit. Theſe witneſſes muſt inform vou. 


SCENE XII. 


Mr. GAYWIT, Mr. BELLAMANT, Mrs. BEL- 
LAMANT, Mrs. MODERN, EMILIA, Cape. 
MERIT. Hy OT 
Mrs. M:dern. Diſtraction ! tortures! 
Mr. Gaywit. | have with difficulty brought myſelf 
to give ou this ſhock; which nothing but the pre- 
ſervation of the beſt of iriends could. have extorted, 
and which you. ſhall be made amends for. 
Mr. Bella. Be not ſhock d, Madam, it ſhall be 
_ your huſband's fault if you are farther uneaſy on this 
account. 
Mr. Gaywit. Come, Madam, you may yourſelf 
reap a benefit from what 1 have done, fince it may 
preyent your being expoſed in another place, 

Mrs. Medern, A All places to me are equal, except 
this. — * 
Mr. Bella. Her misfortune moves my e 
on. 

M.. Gaywit. It i is generous in you, Madam, to 
pity the misfortunes L woman, whoſe faults are 
more her huſband's than her own. 


SCENE XIII. r 


Terd RICHLY, Mr. MODERN, Mr. GAYWIT, 
Mr. BELLAMANT, Captain MERIT, Mrs. 
BELLAMANT, EMILI1A. | 

Z. Richly. Mr. Gaywit, — a we, 8 
the moſt ſplendid levee I have ſeen. 

Ar. Gaywit. I am ſorry, my lord, you have in- 
| ercaſed (it by one who ſhould only grace the keeper 
of Newgate” s levee ; a fellow whoſe company is ſcan- 
dalous to your lordſhip, a as It is odious to us all. PR 

. 
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Mr. Bella. His Lordſhip is not the only man who 
goes abroad with his cuckold. | 

L. Richly, Methinks you have invited a gentleman 
to a-very ſcurvy entertainment. 5 

Mr. Gaywit: Yow'll know, my lord, very ſhortly, 
wherefore he was invited, and how much you yourſelt 
are obliged to his kind endeavours: for would his 
wife have confented to his intreaties, this pretended | 
diſcovery: had fallen on you, and you had ſupplied 
that gentleman's place. = 

L. Richly. A diſcovery fallen on me | 

Cap. Merit. Yes, my lord, the whole company are 
witneſſes to Mrs. M 's. confeſſion of it; that be 
betray'd her to your embraces with a deſign to difco- 
ver you in them. | 

Mr. Modern. My. lord, this is a baſe deſign to 

208 the humbleſt of. your creatures in your lordſhip's 
favour. 
L. Richly. How it ſhould have that effect I know 
not; for I do not underſtand a word of what theſe 
gentlemen mean. | | | 
Mr. Gaywit. We ſhall convince your lordſhip. 
In the mean time I mult beg you to leave this 
apartment: you. may proſecute what revenge you 
F pleaſe; but . law we ſhall dare to defy _— The 

damages will not be very great whick are given to 4 
0 voluntary cuckold. e | 

Emilia. Tho' I ſee not why! for it is ſurely as. 
mueh a robbery to take away a picture unpaid ſor 
from the painter who would ſell it, as from the gen- 

tleman who would keep it. 

T Me. Modern. You may have your jet, Madam; 
* || Gut I will be paid ſeverely for it. I ſhall have a time 

of laughing in my turn, My Lord, yout moſt obe- 

dient ſervant. 


Ee 3 SCENE. 
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SCENE XIV. 


Lord RICHLY, Mr. GAYWIT, Mr. BELLA- 
 MAaNT, Captain BELLAMAT, Lady CHAR- 
 LOTTE, Mrs. BELLAMANT, EMILIA. © 


Alr. Gaywit. He will find his miſtake and our con- 
queſt ſoon enough. And now, my lord, I hope you 
will ratify that conſent you gave me this morning, 
and complete my happineſs with this lady. 

L. Richly. Truly, nephew, you miſunderſtood me, 
if you imagined | promiſed any ſuch thing. Howe - 
ver, tho' you know | might infift on my brother's 
will, yet let Mr. Bellamant give his daughter a for- 
tune equal to yours, and 1 mall not oppole it: and 
wull then I thall not conſent. — 
Mr. Gaywit, Ha 

Cap Bella. I hope your lordſhip has not Atria 
ed to deny every requeſt; and therefore I may hope 
your bleſſing. 3 
T. Richly What does this mean? 
Ca 1 Bella. Lady Charlotte, my !ord, has given 

is night, Your daughter | 
= Rich. What of her? 

Cap. Is my wife. | 

L. Rich. Your wife! 

Cap. Hella. Nay, if you will not give me your 
bleſſing you may let it alone: I would not kneel any 
longer to you, tho' you were the Great Mogul. 

L. Richly. Very well! This is your doing, Mr. 
Bellamant, or rather my own. Contufion! my eftate 
my title, and my daughter, all contribute to aggran- 
dize the man | muſt hate, becauſe he knows I would 
have wrong'd him! Well, Sirs, whatever pleaſures 
you may ſeem+to take at my feveral diſappointments, 
I ſhall take very little trouble to be IE on any 
of you; being heartily convinced thatin a few months 


you will be {a many mutual plagues to one another. | 


ME too. ct 


lotte. 
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SCENE rhe loft. 
Mr. GAYWIT, Mr. BELLAMANT, Captain BEL- 
 LAMANT, Lady CHARLOTTE, M... BELLA- 
MANT, EMILIA. 


Mr. Bella. Methinks I might have been conſulted 
on this affair. 


La. Chart. We had no time for conſultation ; our 
amour has been of a very thort date. 


Cap. Bella. All our love is to come, Lady Char- 
La. Charl. I expe& a deal of love after marriage, 


for what I have bated you before it. 


Cap. Bella. I never aſked you the queſtion till 1 
was ſure of you. 

La. Charl. Then you knew my mind better than 
myſelf; for I never reſolved to have you till I had 
you. 


Mr. — Sw, my dear Emilia, there is no 


bar in our way to happineſs. Lady Charlotte has 


made my lord's conſent unneceſſary too. Your father 
has already bleſſed me with his; and it is now in your 
power to make me the happieſt of mankind. 

Emilia. I ſappoſe you follow my brother's method, 


and never aſk till you are ſure of obtaining. 


Mr. Bella. Gaywit, my obligations to you are be- 
yond my power of repaying ; and while I give you 
what you aſk, I am ſtill heaping greater favours on 
myſelf. 

Mr. Gaywit.. Think not ſo, when you beſtow on 

me more than any man can merit. 
Mr. Bella. Then take the little all I have! and 
may you be as happy with her as I am in theſe arms 
F Embracing Mrs. Bellamant. ]J-——whence the whole 
world ſhall never eſtrange me more. 

Mrs. Bella. I am too happy in that reſolution, 

Mr. Gaywit. Lady Charlotte, I made a promiſe this 
day to your father in your favour, which I am reſol- 


ved to keep, tho” he hath broken his. I know your 


| - 


od nature and good ſenſe will forgive a fault which 
ve has made me n which directs our 
inclinations, in ſpite of equal and ſuperior charms. 
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La. Charl. No excuſes, dear Sir; my inclinations: 


were as whimſical as yours. 

Cap. Bella. You hive fairly got the ſtart, Lady 
Charlotte. 
Mr. Gaywit. My Bellamant! my friend! my fa- 
ther ! what a tranſport do I feel from the preſped or 
adding to your future happineſs! Let us henceforth 
be one family, and have no other conteſt but to out- 
vie in love. 
Mr.. Bella. ay for! Oh, what happineſs do I owe 
to thy friendſhip! And may the example of my hte 
misfortune warn thee to fly all ſuch encounters: and 
ſince we are ſetting out together in the road to hap- 
pineſs, take this truth from an experieneed travellers. 


However flight the conſequence may prove 
W hich waits unmarried libertines in love, 
Be from all vice divorc'd before you wed, 

And bury falſehood in the bridal bed. | 


PI- 


EE FILESNY ET 
Written by COLLEY CIBBEK, Eſq; 


Spoken by Mrs. HE RON. 


& malefa@tors, on their dying day, 

4X Have always ſomething, at the tree, to ſuy; 

S2 J. before to exile I go dawn, | 

With my hard hapleſs fate would warn the town, 
Fatal Buadrille! Fly! fly the tempting evil / 

For when our laſt flake's loft, ti. ſure the devil! 

With eurſt Quadrille avoid my fatal ſhame, 

Or if you can't—at leafſt—play all the game. 

Of ſpotleſs fame, be chary as your lives! 

| Keep wide of proof, and you're the beſt of wives ! 

Huſbands moſt faults, not publick made, connive at; 

The trip's a trifle—when the frailty's private. 

What can a poet hope, then, that reveals 'em? 

The fair might like the play, whoſe plot conceals em: 

Far who would favour plays to be thus uud? 

None ever were by operas abus'd ! 

Or could they warble ſcandal out at random, 

IWhere were the harm, while none could underſtand en? 

But I no more muſt hear thoſe melting ſtraint, 

Condemn'd, alas! to woods and lonely plains ! 

Cay maſquerades now turn'd to country-fairs, 

And croaking rooks ſupply foft eunuch airs. 

No Ring, no Mall—no rat, tat, tat, at doors; 

And, O hard fate! for dear Quadrille—All-fours. 

| A. 


EPILOGCU E. 

No more new plays ; but that's a ſmall offence, 
Four tafte will ſhortly, baniſh them from hence. 
Vet, Cer I part, methinks it were to wrong you 2 
Not to bequeath forty Iefracies among you. 
My reputation I for prudes intend, 
In hopes their flridineſs what's amiſs will mend. 
My young gallants let ancient maidens hill, 
And take my haſband—any foul that will? 

Our author to the ſpotleſs fair I give, 

For his chaſte wife to grant him @ reprieve : 
| Whatever faults do me may be imputed, 
In her you view your virtues unpolluted, 
Is her fweet mind ever age and wandring youth 
| Thus each extreme is for infirufiion meant, 


Aud ever was the flage's true intent, || 


„ 


To give reward t 
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Spoken by Mrs. HERON. 


N dull retirement ere I ge to grieve, 
Ladies, I am return d, to take my leave. 
Prudet, I ſuppoſe, will, with their old good nature, 

She their great virtue, and condemn the creature: 
They fail not at th' unfortunate to flout, 
Net becauſe nanghty—but becauſe — found out. 
IWhy, faith —if theſe diſcoveries ſucceed, 
Marriage will ſoon become a trade, indeed! * 
This trade, I'm ſure, will flouriſh in the nation, I 
Till be efteem'd below no man of faſhion, 5 
To be a member of the —Cuckold's corporation 
IV hat int'reft will be made! what mighty ding! 
To be directors for the year enſuing ! 
And "tis exceeding difficult to ſay, | | 
IV hich end of this chaſte town wou'd win the day. 
CY ſhou'd ne chance this corporation tp, 
M here ſhou'd we find one houſe without a ſhop ? 
| How ue d a wife, bung out, draw beaux in throngs ! 
To hire your dears, like Dominos, at Long's ! 
There wou'd be dainty days! when ev'ry ninnv " 
Might put them on and off —for half a guinea! 
05] ts behold th'embroider'd trader grin, 
« My wife's at home Pray, gentlemen, walk in!” 
Money alone men will 0 more importune, 
When ev'ry beauty makes her buſdand's fortune ! 
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EPILOG UE. 
Mile jurics value virtue at this rate, 
Each wife is ( when diſcover d] an eftate ! 
A wife with gold is mixing gall with honey; 
But here you loſe your wife by what you get your money. 

And now, i obey a dull poetic ſentence, 
In lonely woods I muſt purſue repentance ! 
Te virgins pure, ye madeſt matrons, lend 
Attentive ears to your departing friend. 
If fame unſpatted be the thing you drive at, 
Be virtuous, if you can, if not, be private — 
But hold '—IFhy hon d I leave my fifter-finners, 
T dwell "mongſt innocents, or young beginners ? 
Frailiy will better with the frail go down : 

So, hang the ſtupid Bard. PII flay in town. 
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